


Digitized by the Internet Archive 
in 2010 with funding from 
Royal St. George's College 


https://archive.org/details/georgian19992000roya 















CAO Our, 
tel-- 












70d Ri 
StS ES Od 
i tad OL be 
WO WO CN Nate 


The Georgian 











ee 
a: 4 
OWN ) 


/\ LN 






























































































The yearbook of 
Royal St. George’s College 
1999-2000 


The Yearbook Class 














Tabie of Contents 


Primt€!PallSsGOmmntGritS sete. cte eee ee eee 3 
Sd fe (219 eet ANN eee cr ecu socAiee cide th otstncdindbicaoncent 4 
Graduating Glass ...¢ites.c:c4 ee. eee = eee 35 
Statice donates oes eiees iene See eee 49 
PESTS | o0:85,- «oot cacnp phen ss sate ceases ten eee: ee eee 53 
A tie Loan sce aie eee et aac 81 
SCHOO PIPE iisscte create iesnendatee sate eae ee eee 89 
Bite ratUNG: 2c cccc. SRE acc a ae aie tone 102 
Valedictory “AGGreSsuts..:.....:2gett. ie. atte nea. eee 118 
AWatGS: c.cscce0coshcea ieee eee ee 120 
Giad! Dance: nc.sccn.c eo ee 124 





She Gee rgian 


The Principal 





Principal’ s Graduation Address 


And so it has come down to this 
moment: it's fairly emotional, relatively 
exciting, somewhat unknown, but one 
thing is clear: for the 60 men in front of 
me, high school is over. An experience 
that will never return. 

Members of the Board, the 
Alumni, the Georgian Parents Guild , 
parents, staff, students, and members 
of the graduating class: this has been 
quite a year! 

Our graduating class has been 
quite a class. They are leaving...and 
the greatest compliment we can 
bestow upon them is to state that they 
are leaving as “Georgians.” | hope 
everyone in this chapel can appreciate 
the importance of that statement. It 
seems at other schools you leave as 
Alumni, whereas here you leave as 
“Georgians.” 

Of course, our grads have had 
plenty of help along the way; help that 
has ultimately made their experience 
that much more valuable. 

RSGC has a wonderful, supportive, 
challenging, and committed Board: 
Russ Robertson and Andy Jones, you 
have both been superb Chairs and | am 


grateful. 

Graham Hunt and Stephen Beatty, 
our Alumni organization is getting 
stronger and stronger, and | know 
these next 60 additions will be impor- 
tant members of your group 

Thank you parents. You have sup- 
ported your sons, you have been 
involved in their development, and, 
most importantly, you have believed in 
them. Remember, they will need you 
many times in the future and there will 
be many times when you will need 
them. It all comes down to a relation- 
ship worth nurturing. And, when it 
fully develops, what a great gift 

The Georgian Parents’ Guild has 
done so much for our community. At 
times, we still take you for granted but 
you continue to perform and exceed all 
expectations. Thank you, Elizabeth for 
your leadership 

And what about our staff? | believe 
they are the best and so should all of 
you. They do so much, so often, and 
for me, personally, it is an honour to 
work so closely with such a profession- 
al group. In particular let me acknowl- 
edge the work of our three Vice 


Vive Grex rqian 


Principal Hal Hannaford and family 
Susan, Alisse, and Reid 


Principals: Andy Whiteley, Chris 
D'Arcy, and Mike Orlando. We cha 
lenge each other and make each other 
accountable and when it all settles it is 
a group that is the envy of the 
Independent School community 

Now, gentlemen of the graduating 
class, let me try to implant three ideas 
for you. First, you are sitting amongst 
the greatest set of role models you will 
ever find: your own peer group. Within 
your class, you have every strength 
weakness, and every imaginable per- 
sonality trait. My first suggestion is to 
learn from each other. Your lessons are 
all there 

Secondly, there is an old Irish say- 
ing “Your wealth is your friends 
Try to understand what this friendship 
ordeal is all about. Understand that 
friendships are not trivial relationships 
that we can take for granted. They 
require tough work to develop and 
even more rigorous effort to maintain 
Focus on people's strengths, and you'll 
learn to tolerate weaknesses 

Finally, remember the value of 
kindness. Be a kind person. Goodness 
knows we need more of it and the 
beautiful thing is that our acts of kind- 
ness are quite selfish, because they 
reciprocate by making us feel good 

Role models, friendships, and kind- 
ness. They are elements that will give 
you a clear advantage 

You have been a wonderful class 
You have battled, endured 
and grown, but most of all you have 
given so much to your school. RSGC is 
a better place because of the Class of 
2000. That's quite a way to start any 
millennium. For all of us on staff 
been a true honour to work so closely 
with you all 

Now, head out 
good. Somehow | don't think this 
present too much of a challenge 

Good luck 
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The Ge 207 gtan 


Grade 3 








Elliott Boake Moritz Desinger Harrison Howlett-Ben Jonathan Milroy 





Alexander Samworth 





Stratton Townley 


Left; Just chillin’ with the 
bros 

Top Right: A future engi- 
neer in grade 3 

Below Right: Ms. Cook 
does not want to know 
what is in this box 
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Michael Badali Hunter Blair James Bradeen 





Zackary Burashko Robert Charter David Clark James Dashwood 





Just like they do it in France. Really, it is a fruit roll-up! 
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Vincent Demarco Daniel Geneen John Harewood Alex Last 








Thomas Moore Andrew Murphy Patrick O'Sullivan Adam Phillips 
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Andrei Varga Homework Ghoul 





This is French class? 
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Grade 5 


, <a 


Will Badger Andrew Baldanza Andrew Bilak Stephen Bradeen 













iy 


Matthew Chan Michael Clayton Andrew Harris 





Joseph Latner Patrick Luckhurst Eric Ng Shaun Padulo 





| 


Jonathan Perry Erik Reed Philip Ruffolo Chiranjeev Singh 
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Michael-Warren Sonosky Geoffrey Squibb Brodie Townley Jamesor 





Alexander Woolaver 





Can | play too? 





Sheldon enjoys painting Jonathan and Brodie paint while Matthew has fun 
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Grade 6 








Mohammed Al Radi Matthew Bradeen Trevor Cookson Kevin Drury 





Pierre Eiras John Harricks Sam Johnson David Jolly 





David Liang Fraser Maclean Alexander Mather Bennet McBride 





Peter Miller Evan Minaker Andrew Quick Neville Sandry 
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Taylor Townley Philip Vassighi Jeremy Wong 





| thought Mr. Ackley said no leadoffs Bet you can't even make it to 
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Grade 7L 





Andrew Bolton Michael Boultbee Argus Chambers David Ewards 





Cody Ellis Anthony Field Alexander Furber Thomas Harlocker 





Rafiq Kanji Gaelan Love Max Marshall Simon McCamus 





Alexandre MD Delwar Bryan Melnuk Alex Milford Nathaniel Morris 
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i 


James O'Born Adam Optican Alexander Pfaff Jonathan Rae 





Py 


James Smith Patrick Whistler Edward Wright 


Left: Alex at the end 
of the course; Right: 
Gaelan and ???? mod- 
eling the new School 
uniform; Below: 
Father David gently 
points out to Thomas 
the dangers of keeping 
the head too warm 
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David Bleasby Derek Chan Campbell Easto Xavier Etcheberrigaray 





Ryan Gozlan Jeremy Grynpas Deiderik Heisey 





Philip Lang David Martin-Konopacki Kyle Mersky Michael Millward 
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Cores 
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Jonathan Pak Matthew Parker John Elliot Perl Andrew Phillips 


we 
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Anthony Ruffolo Edward Smith Sean Sydney Paul Trel 





Brandon Wallans 





Above: Mr. Wade-West and 
the band; Below: rehearsal 


Nathaniel Wolfson time; Right: Mr. O'Leary 
and David Edwards 
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Grade 8} 





Sam Bailey Drew Becker Todd Boxer Gavin Chan 





Corcoran Conn-Grant Charles Crawford Matthew Griffin William Gunton 





Derek Hepburn Jonathan Holtby Robert Johnston Michael Lambert 
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Jamie Lino William Lockett Teague Mackian Russell Robert McLean 
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Jeremy Milligan Matthew Pigott Philip Reineck Owen Williams 





Erich Zimm 


lan Zondervan 





Getting ready for the Senior School 





Screen test for the new Charlie's Angels 
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Grade 8N 
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Scott Ackley Jonathan Bell Adam Branston Jeffrey Brown 





Simon Chernin Jonathan Cliff lan Colterjohn Taylor Drury 





Bryan Feheley Christopher Hoad Jonathan Holoff Paul Koven 





- 
\- 9 


Steven Macchione Kyrylo Rewa Colin Rubes Taylor Scherberger 
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A 


Stephen Senders Andrew Somerville Gregory Stark Cameron Tudhope 





lan Walkington Matthew Yeung 





Just a few essentials 





| am ready for my close-up now Taylor with his date, Grendel's mo 
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Cameron Alguire Graham Atkinson Scott Bacon Adam Beresford 





Bradley Bolton Zachary Bush Troy Cadogan Marlon Chambers 





Dick Chow Timothy Clark Ryan Cookson Nolan Davies 





Sean Davies Graham Dickhout Gavin Dunne Edward Durrant-Taylor 
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Eric Estey Kevin Fowler Philip Goad 





Andrew Gordon Crawford Gordon Kevin Green Matthew Hamlin- 
Douglas 





Andrew Harris Matthew Hayles lan Humphreys Nathaniel Johnson 





David Jones John Josephson John Karantonis Albert Kong 
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Kevin Lau Jayson Lin Michael McCulloch Bradley McKinnon 





David McNabb Shane Milne Haddon Murray Evan Norton 





Robert Parker Timothy Parker Remy Perrin Alexander Quick 





John Ved) Ridgway Michael Rieger Gregory Robinson Michael Roebuck 
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Alexander Rounthwaite Cody Sauer Colm Schlosser Taylor Sharpe 





James Spears Jonathan Tam 





Adam Shier Jeffrey Thompson 


David Zang 





Christopher Todd Daniel Whistler 





Alexander Turner Tyson Wachter 





Adam Winston Dale Wiseman Marco Yeung David Zelik 
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Grade 10 





Michael Alguire James Appel Tyrone Berryman 





Matthew Burashko Robert Cimicata Dekkers (Kyle) Davidson Aurele DeBosset 





Ross Fraser Robin Gainer Robert Gleadow Russell Gozlan 





Jonathan Hawryluk Christian Heisley Justin Ho Terence Ho 
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Darren Hu David Hurlow Tom Hutchison Jay Jolliffe 





James Kapches David Kerr-Vayne Jordan Klein Peter Kott 





My 


Ehren Liuson Tom Lockett Mike Love Jonathan Lucas 





Peter McGrath, Alex McNabb Aaron Mitchell Sandy Norton 
(absent) 
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James Patava lan Patillo Andrew Potichnyj Arian Pristine 





Donald Pyper Christopher Reineck Joshua Reisman Morgan Rubes 





John Seitz Kevin Smith Thomas Smith Daniel Stevens 





f 


Patrick Swaine Linton (Stephen) Taylor Francis Teofilovici Jesse Todres 
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Mitchell Tomulka Jesse Wachter Fergal Warde Jeffrey Wargalla 








Matthew Wilson David Winterbottom Gary Wong Timothy Wong 





Stephen Woodiwiss 


See 
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Jonathan Abraham Scott Alexander Geoffrey Bolton Fraser Buchan 
(absent) 





Alexander Carter Michael Chan Ronson Chan Ivan Chin 





Drew Clark Cale Cook Victor Cotic 





Nicholas Cragg Bruce Curtis Adam Donald Gordon Dunlop 
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The Gee rgian 





Graham Durrant-Taylor Alexander Edminson Timothy Enfield Amir Fardshisheh 





Jamie Ferguson-Woods Andrew Ford Jesse Fulton Stephen Gable 
(absent) 


Co 





Christopher Godfrey Jeremy Gross Michael Haughton Andrew Hepburn 





Ethan Hoddes Clynn Hsiung Christopher Johnson Geoffrey Keating 
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Michael Kennedy Matthew King Michael Kitchen Aaron Latner 





Mark Longo Alex (Spike) Macrae Mario Maruzzo Bradley Milne 





John Mulvihill Kevin Ng Sharooz Nikouei Jeffrey Parker 





Jeremy Pigott Andrew Potts-Robinson Francis Powell Ostap Prokipchuk 
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Christopher Rae Andrew Rains Geoffrey Renihan Christopher Roscoe 





Wade Sahni Tomasz Sidorowicz Jonathan Stethem 








Patrick Taylor Paul Ternamian Trevor Thompson Brian Tod 





Michael Usher-Jones Conor Waugh-Mackenzie Mark Wilkir 
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Peter Adams 


Daniel Bennett 





Nicolas Boyer 


D'Arcy Cook 





Alex Arkanov 


Topher Bennett 








Walter Davies 


She Gee rgian 





Edward Birnbaum 





Geoffrey Cardy 
(absent) 





Dylan Ellis 





Fraser Baldry 





pf 


Nicholas Boake 





Oliver Carmichael 





Sean Ewing 





Jonah Falco 





Donald Harris 





Austin Locke 





Derek Mak 





A 


Elliot Fienberg 





Matt Hudson 





A 


Jonathan Lofft 
(absent) 





Benjamin McPhee 
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Sandy Gibson 


Kris Jagasia 





Paul Macchione 





James Morrison 





Daniel Greer 





David Lindemere 





Robert MacDonald 
(absent) 





Andrew Newbury 
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Kazuo Oishi Michael Pang Jesse Parker David Presnail 





John Roman Peter Ruta Steven Shienfield Colin Simpson 





Simon Sutherland Michael Thompson Brandon Vasquez Cameron Wallace 





Gavin Wiggins lan Winton 
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The Graduates 


It's amazing that | went here for eight years and nobody ever realized 
actually a woman, and b) |’m 35 years old. Ah well, everyone was rea 
to me anyway. I'd like to sincerely thank my parents for their support a 
paying for the whole experience (also,.. thanks for the condominium ar 
options). To all the friends: We had some great times, and | do enjoy you 
pany and everything, but | think you need some counciling. “Dawson's Creek 
not real. Exposing yourself regularly does upset others. Shouting racist ar 
slang at police officers does not diminish your chances of getting arrested 
the staff gets really mad at us, it doesn't necessarily mean that what we 
isn't funny. But hey, it was fun,... and we should definitely do this whole 
school’ thing again 





David Baker 


| have had five great years at RSGC and have so many people to t 
However, there really is only one place to start, and that is with my parent 
have been my best friends and supported me in everything | have done. N 
| achieved here at RSGC would have been possible without them, and 
ever grateful. Thanks now go to those teachers who have given me more 
could have ever asked for or imagined. Mr. D'Arcy, thanks for 
standing and being a good friend; Dr. Skalinski for always pushing 1 
best; Mr. Love for your enthusiasm and kindness; Mr. White for your he 
trust; and Mr. Hannaford for your faith and encouragement 

have asked for a better group of friends to spend my years here wit! 








too many to acknowledge individually so | won't. But | will say 

entire grad class, and leave you with some memories that | will take 

ever: One time at..., Housekeeping, Cancun (Slimmies), G-Fest 200( aft 
Mdack / Spinner McBirdKicker, Brown, Eden (Panic in the Annex), OAC Phy 
(enough said — Snider, AJ), The BG's Antics (Bournes), Prefect Initiat 

hits the deck), Pile-On!, House League, Badminton, Partie: 





nothing left to say except, “see you at band cams 


Chris Barnes 


Seven years is a ‘ong time to spend anywhere, and that's how long | spent here. 
My time at RSGC was enjoyable for the most part. | would like to thank my fam- 
ily for ve and support through my years at St. George's. | would also like 
tc ny teachers. Naming all of them would result in missed names and incor- 
rect spellings. Every teacher at R.S.G.C. tries their hardest to make every student 
understand and will make an extra effort to help you understand things. Specific 
thanks for their efforts goes to the Math Department, thanks for trying. Thanks to 
my History and Geography teachers, these courses were the ones | enjoyed any- 
way, anbd your teaching made them all the more enlightening. Thanks to Mr. 
Love for House League and Mr. Cooper, my advisor for all his insightful advice. 
Thanks also to my classmates for their support. | am both saddened and happy to 
be leaving R.S.G.C. | wil definitelymiss the school, but it is time to leave. | will 
never forget my years at St. George's and | am glad of that. 


Wow, nine years are finally over! All the great times I've had will never be for- 
gotten: Quebec City, Alex's parties, WING MACHINE, New Orleans, grade 6L in 
the portable, tonsil-hockey award, Student Council (thanks guys!), Kawabi sum- 
mers with Paul and Kev, and Saturday AP Calculus class- one day I'll laugh about 
that. 

| couldn't have made it through high-school without all the help. Mom and 
Dad, thank you for your constant love and support. And Geoff, I'm lucky that I've 
got you as a big brother. You're the person | look up to most. And of course, | have 
to mention the support of all the teachers. Especially Mr. Hutchison and Dr. Leatch 
for their guidance in the junior school, and Mr. Shreiner for the encouragement 
and the worst yet funniest jokes ever! And to all the grads, you guys are the best! 
| wish you all the luck in the future. 


Thank you RSGC. 


Who are you, reading this? A curious grad skimming the quotes before filing 
this book in the personal archives? My own kids looking for funny pictures of dad 
with his goofy 90's haircut? Next year's class looking for ideas for their own year- 
book quotes? | hope you are enjoying your life. | hope you are doing what you 
want. I'm having a great time. For the record, Highschool was a blur overlaid with 
a few stunning stills of moments that | will always remember: Kerr English, 
Skalinki, Bryant, the Korrupter and Casa Loma, badminton, outward bound, initi- 
ation, GFest. Thanks everyone for making my last 5 years so much fun, especial- 
ly CB, AC, KL, JL, CM, JY, AP JO, PD, MP. JS, BC, XX. | wish you all and myself 
the best of luck in the future. See you at reunion. 
-Bergmo 
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Matthew Beatty 





Peter Bellingham 





Jamie Bergstra 


Well this is it. What to say? It's been seven years of fun and excitems 
now it's over. | have had many great times and | hope that there will be 
more to come in the future. | can't possibly write all the memories down (t 
going to try). Ball hockey, the portable, my grade ten ancient history class, the 
school plays, the grade nine skit (save the pigs!) and all the ones that followed 


Mr. Daleman's science class (aka world's funniest lab accidents). Trip weet 
answer is 6! The assembly announcements. The Mandarin (| give up Chr 

full). The Iron Chef. The SC games that never worked. The swim meet (please be 
quiet, | can't yell any more). The Jays game with the 12's. Thanks to Bergn 
Barny, M.P (for those all night movie fests), C.K. (okay, there aré ne 


things about debating), M.C., BACC, J.O., PD., A.L., D.B. (Tom Greer 
ing on you), Dr L (for the ten things), Mr L (for House League), the Library 
(for brightening my days) almost the entire Winch house and any one else wi 
made my time here great (oh | suppose | should thank my mom, my dad, and n 
sister). For those of you who didn't 

"This is just your clumsy way of coping with fact that I'm a genius and you'r 
still struggling with the concept of walking erect’ (Calvin and Hobbe: 





Arden Church 


As this chapter of my life draws to a close, | look back upon my life at RSGC; it 
was such fun. | realise now that there really isn't any other place that | would have 
enjoyed more. | feel | squeezed the most out of the experience that | possibly 
could and do not honestly regret anything; | am a better person for it. Perhaps the 
most important things that | will take with me to the rest of my life, aside from a 
first class education, are the eccentric individuals who call themselves my friend 
It is my distinct pleasure to have met and spent an unforgettable seven years witt 
you. You have changed my life and my perspective there upon, for better or for 
worse,and | thank you. To RSGC and the entire odd colection of fellows that are 
the graduating class, cheers and happy trails to you! 





Michael Clark 


“| know not where | wander. Me thinks the most capricious zephyr hath more 
than |. But lo:do not detain me, For | am resolv'd to quit this place forthwith 


Special thanks to: Mr. D'Arcy, Ms. McPhedran, Dr. Skalinski, Mrs. Miller & Mr 
Orlando. Also to the swell characters Arden, Michael, Chris, Keith and Dan. See 
ya around! 





Brian Cole 
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Grad quote time again (not that I've ever done one before but I've thought about 


it: what tc no to thank...). Anyway, | would like to thank my parents espe- 
cially as my friends who seem to remain constant as | jump higher and 
hi ) the grade level ladder. I'd like to thank A.P, V.B., B.N., and most of all 


B.S.. Not to be selfish or anything, but I'd like to thank myself. | would also like to 
thank my teachers who happened to be reading this; I've got a lot of memories 
of the past six years. (Academy Awards here | come!). Finally, “semper ubi sub 
ubi" and have lots of fun in the years to come. 





Cameron Conn-Grant 


Yoo Hoo, Housekeeping! Although | have only spent the past two years at RSGC, 
| have come to love the community and the people within it. Despite all of the 
hours of hard work, there has still been time for fun and silliness: Grad Room, 
Spread the Jelly, G-Fest, The Breakfast Club, Spankings, Who owns the Barn? Pile 
On! Beer, Oakville, So many RJ's, Perfect Hockey Season, Got Eggs? |'m the 
Housekeeper and don't you forget it! | have learned many things and gained 
insight into life at RSGC and for that | must thank my teachers and friends: Dr. 
Leatch, Mr. Rankin, Mr. Orlando, BBB, Jelly Man, Holland, McNugget, Barnes, 
Head G-Fect, Bakes, Galen, The HP and Blair. | must also thanks friends outside 
the school at PYPS, PYT DT, The Refs and Glenview; you have helped shape me 
into the person | am today, so thanks. For my time at RSGC, | must thank my 
parents who paid the bills. For all the help, support, faith, laughter, love and being 
there when | needed them the most, | thank my parents, brother and grandpar- 
ents. Never forget the past, live every minute in the present to the fullest, and 
never stop dreaming in colour about the future. For those of you who know me 
the best, | have learned, John 3:16 and “This is not the beginning of the end, but 
it is the end of the beginning.” 





Jeffrey Crawford 


Every year | used to read these things and wonder what the hell | was going to 
write about, and now that the time is finally here, | still have no idea. So, I'll just 
do what everyone does. Isn't that what school's all about anyway? First, thanks 
to my parents for sending me here, and putting up with everything that came with 
that. Andrew, Miller: Friday nights will never be the same, Blair: What can | say? 
dude she's hot, you know who I'm talking about. Bakes: Tremblant, my cottage, 
pretty much the last seven years , we've had some good times. Eric, Pat, Jamie, 
Jon: Thanks for making this the most memorable year I've had. Breakfast club 
2000, trips to Caledonia, parties at Eric's and Jon's (38 year old included), | didn't 
know you could get that much egg on one school, I'll never forget Jamie's cottage, 
worst drive ever, semis, end of the year parties at Alex's, spending hours watch- 
ing t.v. in the grad room, basically everything and everyone that made my expe- 
rience at this school what it was. To the rest of the grad class, Justin, Jeff, Nick, 
Craig, Galen, Ben and everybody else who | have been privileged to call my 
friends, thank-you for everything; if | failed to mention you it's just because | ran 
out of room. Finally, Lisa, without your friendship | would've missed the humour 
in so many situations. Happy dumping-day cakes for everybody. 





Drew Czernik 





38 


The Ge orgian 





Galen Davies 





Phedias Diamandis 





Patrick Gordon 


The difference between the impossible and the ble lies ir 
nation. -Tommy Lasorda 

| can't beleive it's over. Mom, Dad thanks for all the support and er 
ment over the years. | couldn't have done it without you. Cameron, thank 
being someone to look up to. Grandpa, your kindness and wisdom have had 
great impact on my life. Thanks to Mr. Pengelly, Mr. D'Arcy, Mr. Orlando, M 
Mr. Rankin and the library staff for putting up with me. Thanks t 
and teammates and most importantly to all the great friends | have made 
thanks for all the good times, Eric- Booah! Ben-gggggge 
Oakville, Pope, Gordon-Town of Milton, Omura, Barnes, thar 
friends, Crawford-housekeeping, Rickesh-curry up, Todd-thank 
ories, The G-fects, The Prefects 99/2000- it was a great ride, Gradtrit good 
wish | could remember it, Victoria- thanks for the love and support. Finally, thank 
to the Raptors and the Leafs. |'m outta here 

Boys, “It's game time 


We must either find a way or make one. -Hanniba 


| came into RSGC shy and confused, but | leave with confidence, and strength. I'd 
like to thank EVERYONE who helped shape my character these last five years, and 
for giving me the chance to be your Head Prefect. | thank ALL the staff for their 
help and support over the years. HH,VH, Paulin, Birkett, Love (WINCH4LIFE!), and 
Thornbury: for your guidance and advice. Mr. D'Arcy: you taught me everything 
(but Calculus!). Thanks for the long talks, for caring and for looking out for me 
Dr. Skalinski and Ms. McPhedran: for motivating me to work hard, and for always 
making sure | stayed positive and smiling. Alex (fully!), Jon , Jeff T., Housekeeping 
JY (3.25i), James S., Andrew P (Players’ Holiday) Rickesh (twin cuz), Pat. G. (GQ 
Michel&Stef (Mediterranian Connection), Adam J. (Danger! Danger!) and ALL the 
other grads: you're the best friends anyone could ask for! Ternamians (brilliant 
Pallalas (ladies!) : you are MINT friends! Friday: Pops. John (CroBro) thanks f 
listening, english translations, advice...being my bro! | owe you big! Car? House 
$$$? ... Can't decide? Oh well, default: DEMETRE’s! MOM, DAD, thanks for 
sending me to RSGC, teaching me values, team work, leadership, for motivating 
me,, putting up with me, and catching me every time | fell. Sister: You made me 
what | am. Thanks for “HELPING 


"Always live life to its fullest 





The Ge rgtan 


“The class of 2000: representin’ the new millenium to the fullest" 


With a class full of all-stars like ourselves, we deserve that title, don't you 
think? Well, maybe not, but it has been fun. Now it's time to move on to bigger 
and better thongs... | mean things (i.e. co-ed education.). Props to the Pacific Rim 
UL KL HL, don't forget, smoking can harm your baby) and to EVERYBODY in the 
graduating class, good luck. Thanks toall the teachers who have made the extra 
effort to help me out along the way Mr. Paulin, Mr. Nakatsu, Mr. Pengelly (we miss 
you) Mr. Rankin and Mr. D'Arcy. Special mention to all my fat and useless Beer Ball 
teammates, and always remember, running is against the law. This is Pat Hayes 
from the East Side (aka Pati Mahn aka Mr. Aisan Flava aka DJ Hakeem) signing 
off. 


Well, I've been at this school for two years and it's been swell. Thanks to all the 
guys at the school you've made things fun and given me good memories. Thank 
you teachers for all of your help. Thanks to ma and pa for your support. Thanks 
to Jenn and Katie: you're good sisters, all the talks and the funny things. Kiks it 
has been grand you helped make high school tolerable 1121. BF and JC (spanks) 
it was all good. Thanks for all the memories and events. Ah, the hill. 


“Activities: None, Sports: None, Honors: None ; So many memories." - Homer 

Well it's finally over. Five years later, after countless hours of work, a thousand 
assemblies and chapel services, hundreds of detentions, a dozen school trips, and 
so much more. Unfortunately | can't sum up the last five years at RSGC in 250 
words, but here it goes. My High School career has been a truly incredible expe- 
rience. | have learned some of life's most important and meaningful lessons here, 
and | can't offer enough thanks to the people who have helped me along the way. 
| give all my love to my Mom, Dad, Tim, Andrea, and Chris. A special thank you 
to Mr. Hannaford, Mr. Van Herk, and of course Mr. Love. Boys: PS, MD, DR (FAB 
4), JD, MD, BS (NOUGH RESPECT), WH, KD, JP (FATTY), DH, AP RL, AD, GT, CH, 
JV, MG, JR (SABASE), JM, CT, BZ (BLING BLING) JR, DM, PD(HP), JY, SS, DM 
(NUGGET) and the rest of the graduating class. Memories ... Acapulco 2000 
(servesa), JJ's (Dana), Lambton, Brunny, Wallball, Semies, coffee’s, Parties, sleep- 
overs, New Years, Gino's, Halloween, Tobogganing x3, PG, Corner, Quebec, 
27eggs, Gitz, Dan's basement, Driving, and everything else. Jenny (78) | love you 
with all my heart. Thank you for always being there for me, and being on my side. 
You don't know how important you really are. Thank you 
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Patrick Hayes 





Nicolaas Holland 





Adam Jancelewicz 





Jonathan Kellett 





Christopher Kelly 





Daniel Koo 


So much crazy stuff has happens 


Pf f 
ghetto one (38 year j ill the f 

room/assembly PILE ONIs nostir f 

Emer?’). GD/ Oakville2000/Assgrabbe re! The 
Housekeeping ecurity DJ t.u.X-rated fe 

3ranksome Initiation ‘98-ramming f 

all Children. Blair TV. Sneaking git it in tl 

suspended), being social Prefect. § ness fest ‘99 

humour in this." GRAD TRIF t'th all about the 

Taxbird with stuff, who was that dude bby tl 

beach?"”, Mmm scotch, falling in the f 

fee, Growing Pains parties. To my laydeez, first and for t 
(x2) Never! Stop! F-loving me!"| haven't; AW&E 

| love you two. Mr. Viljoen, | can't thank you enough for everytt 


me. Thanks to Al for being a great role mode m damr 
er; Mum, for countless hours spent helping me 
showing tremendous strength of body, mind, and character 


As a master debater, it is usually very easy for me to expre 

up in 150 words everything that RSGC means to me would be 
don't have enough friends to fill up the space with initia 
ences to inside jokes, | will use this opportunity to try to ex 
RSGC community means to me. By community, | mean not or 
friends, including several members of the faculty, but everyone 
ple who annoy me on a regular basis. It is impossible to spend 1 





a community without relating to it in some way. For me, the relatior 


a positive and supportive one, and my connection to RSG‘ 
as long as | live 








The whole is more than the sum of the parts - Aristotle 


Have | finally graduated? Has it been that long? | remember 


at RSGC in grade 6. How things have changed. How |! have change 


leave a memorable farewell, but | have never been good at gooat 
just say a few greetings and salutations. Thank to my f 

Ook (see you in Ottawa maybe, AHH!!!), my Mom, my Stef 
Leona, and Raph(Cross). Hello to my friends, Spitf, Sharor t 


Harvey(WRC?), Andrew and Lance in Guelph, Hol kay 
Fanny, Vanessa(Bob we had fun) all the girls fr 
Clements and all the other people | may have m 
and my non-Asians. We will meet again. | 

showed it, | loved all the time | spent here in ink 
was given and | hoped | made the n 
will say one goodbye. | will say g ibye 
quote. When years pass ar 

blings found in this paragrapt t re 


have changed for better 








The « 


Five years has been a long time since the first day | came to RSGC. | enjoyed 
most of it. Thanks to my parents for keeping me on the right track all along. 
Thanks to Mike, Phedi, Jamie for helping me academically and my buddies, Keith, 
Dan, JustinL., both Alex's, Harvey with his “sobalo", ... for hanging along with 
me. Thanks . Although Mr. Pengelly is no longer teaching at RSGC, | would like 
to thank him for giving me the chance to study in such a prestigious school. 
Special thanks to Dr. Skalinski for teaching me so much in the past three years. 
Also thanks to Mr. D'Arcy for trying so hard to make our courses more interesting 
and “high-tech”. We all appreciate what you have done for us. Thanks to Ms. 
Grieve and Mr. Viljoen for teaching me my favourite course — Art. For the nicest 
and funniest teacher in the school, it is definitely Mr. Van Herk. He is simply the 
BEST!!! See ya RSGC. 


ey, what can | say, it's been an awesome seven years. | can't believe it's over. Now 
I'm ready to move on after high school. | wouldn't have made it to this point with- 
out the help of my family, friends, and the RSGC staff. So it's time to make some 
MAD shouts; first off, I'd like to thank my mom, aunt, Sean, dad, Paul, THK, my 
boyz; Keith, Pat, Scott, Arki, Phil, Harv, Koo, BCole, Quincy, Phedias, Bergmo, 
Alex, Lau, Depalma, Chris, Allan J., JJ's, Stan's, The corner. Without da staff, I'd be 
SCREWED, so I'd like to thank Mr. Hannaford, Big O, Ms. Hill, Feggy, Mr. White, 
Mr. D'Arcy, Mr. McMaster, Paulin, Siewert, Rankin, Nakatsu, Dr. Barlow, 
Richard&Rudy, Mr. Lawrence, Eric Noh. To everyone, | will miss you all and thanks 
for all the memories. It's been the best ride of my life. | am TWINKY: The MAN, 
The MYTH, the LEGEND. 
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Rickesh Kotecha 





Aaron Lau 





Jason Lee 


I'm so glad that I'm actually getting ou 
How do | express my thanks to everyone 
not have gotten through this witt 
helped me through RSGC, especially Mr. | 
Mr. Hutchison, Mr. Wade-West and Mr. Reid 
cial thanks to CF PW, ADP MC and | 
luck. | hope you have a good time 





Justin Leung 


After being at RSGC for nine years, | can finally say that I'm done 
here today without the help of certain people in my life. First I'd like to thank 
for everything, I'd also like to thank my Mom, Dan, Quincy, my t 
Brian Cole, Alex, Bergmo, Harv, Koo, Lau, Arki, KVR located at 628 B 
(go check that out) and | wanna thank some staff, shouts go out to Van Her \ 
getting me outta here and hookin me up. Richard and Rudy, thanks f 
memories. It was a blast 





Keith Lui 


When | came to R.S.G.C. in grade 8 there were three of us new boys. Out of tl 
three, | am the only one left. While this, my staying, wasn't always out of 
there are some people who've made my time here an experience that ! ca 
back on with fond memories. From the staff there are a few that stand out 
mind. | would like to thank Mr. Love (ancient history will always be my fa 
course), Mr. D'Arcy (computer science is a close second), Mr. Kerr for the 
nuts and advice and Ms. Hill and Mr. Hutton for putting uf 

me entertained during my long and numerous spares. There are a 

that I'd like to thank too. Mike, Chris and Scott (my first friend 





with whom I've spent more time than any), Brian, Arden, Twinky (d 
to say about them), Keith (welcome to the club), Dan, Harvey (tI 
rides), Aaron et al. Of those outside the school | would like 
(for making sure | was always at school) and my sister (the best dan ste 
world). Last, | would like to thank everyone at RHK espe 
Ferri, Sensei Don and all the adult class for helping to kee 
by: "Thy destiny is only that of a man, but thy aspirat 
Ovid 


Alexander Lyn 
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First of all, | would like to give huge thanks to my family for providing me with the 
opportunity to attennd RSGC for the past seven years. | would also like to say 
thanks to Lindsay for everything you have done for me, i love you for it all. And 
now thanks to the Blwd-Boys+ext. crew, CWE, JP JE, AP TB, NR, SO, CB, JWP 
AL, AH, DM, BZ (bling a ling), JR, DB, AP CT, MD, SB. And now for the memo- 
ries: S. Park, Arthur's, Montreal, Vince, the burbs, beerbath, zootrip, marktober- 
fest's, bar on wheels\egg2K\ griddle, the beagle, housekeeping, nugget, Jamie's 
young prospects, basia, causin’ sh*t, Dom. Republic-Grad trip, float n'drink, big 
leather, X b-ball, JJ's, buju’s, the corner\garage, the gino's hot days, matrix 
Palmer's house, Bannerman, Bosley, mavies 1 2 3, huskies(there's always a 
huskey), Tuesday dinners, the stink(nagrom), the hive, “het Steve, nice pants", 
Stan's, Moe's, 1007, island heist ‘97, otis, fuming, pie’s documents, Eglint+Mt. P, 
Voorhees, Myres, semi's, Players Park heist ‘98, getting messt at 15\508, boys 
nights, sloppy nights, and that's all | have to say aout that, thanks for the memo- 
ries. -Basia put me on the boat to Manhattan, Voorhees is after me, the dockspi- 
ders took my kids, it's a hot day and I’m fuming. Unfortunately nobody can be 
told as to what this means, you will have to experience it yourself- 


“High school's done baby." Man, | never thought I'd be saying that. So many 
memories, not enough space. | guess I'll start at the beginning- grade nine, Scott, 
‘worst year ever'...Grade ten was better - Quebec (the club), Stacey&Jeff (ICQ), 
Attawapiskat with Stef ...Grade eleven - Florida in March, NHL ‘98, outward 
bound, abe comes on the scene, Mooredale..Grade twelve - Philosophy class with 
the boys, conference room lunchtimes, Comic book guy... Finnaly, OAC ‘best year 
ever.’ First soccer checking line, grad room pile-ons, skits, Uncle Army Guy, all the 
parties, Lip Sync, St. Clement's Semi, Mount Gay, Branksome Formal, and still not 
done... I'll never forget Cancun - damn that was good. Shouts to all my Mexican 
buddies - Jeff, Chris, Galen Taxbird, Eric, Blair, Pope, Smith, Phil, and of course Rich 
& Frankie. Don't forget Corona, American chicks, Coco Bongo, La Boom, Foam 
Party, Papa John’s, Swim-Up bar, pool bar, Restaurant Bar, Snack Bar, beach volly- 
ball, bogey boarding, “El Shrimp Bucket", haggling, bus drag races & Canadian & 
American fights, and, of course, all the St. Clement's girls. To my whole grade- you 
guys are St. George's, you made it worth sticking around for the last five years - 
bring the rukus wherever you are next year. Lastly, to my family,Jeff, Justin, Stef, 
Michel, Pettit, Christy, thanks for being there. | know you'll all be around me. 


By the time you read this | will already be dead. No, not really I'm fine, | just want- 
ed to make sure you would read my quote. Seven years at RSGC have come and 
gone so fast that grade seven seems like yesterday. This school has given me so 
many memories and opportunities for the future, | just hope | can repay it some- 
day. There are many people | would like to thank, especially my parents and the 
rest of my family. Special thanks to Mr. Keenan, Mr. Rankin, Dr. Leatch and Dr. 
Skalinski for being my advisor. Finally Mr. Love, your dedication to House League 
and to this school is amazing. York House 4 Life! House League Football Champs., 
and personally eliminating Cant from the playoffs twice! “McNoogies is open Oh 
My God!" Ball hockey champions “Put that Slapnut in the snow bank anything's 
legal!” We were so magnum. Thanks to the school and the boys for supporting 
me after my operation, it meant a lot to me. Now for the junk only some will 
understand. Oakville it's not that far really; 16 people in a van that's decent. 
Parties those were quality | “learned” a lot there. Exploitation of rides been on 
both sides. Spillage of an unidentified drink on your Semi date that's tight. Grad 
room how did | survive without you? Thanks to the entire Class of 2000, we're 
done boys, good luck in all future endeavors. This trouble is bustin’ outta state!! 
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John Maggiacomo 





Craig Mclvor 





David McNaughton 





John Omura 





Michel Pagella-Minardi 





Nick Payne 


St. George's! St. George's! RAH!! To my friends, I’ve had the time 


Thank you. Galen - a great friend, always sports and celery sticks. Barne 
survived again!! Pettit, Michel - | see sunny day xman - yOu Caused rau 
cous. Al - here's to spa. Thanks for the flat tire, Jeff! Rickesh - remember, faf 
don't exist. Snider - give me a math problem, now!! A‘ n to t er and bet 
ter things. AW, see you at the Oscars. Bergmo, MP. AC (hu fs y t 


rule! G-fects's, | love you all! To my teachers, thank i 
Especially Dr. Ska - for challenging me; Schreiner - for helping me rea 


sion; VH - for the many hours; D'Arcy + Pengelly - for your advice; Miller - f 

the talks and edits; HH - 11 years, its been a blast. Phedia what's next 

You decide!!...Demetre's?! ;) Thank you for everything, y ' 

Mo, my role-model. You succeed in everything you do. (Ping To my parent 

you are my inspiration. Thank you for letting me make such wonderful memorie 

I'm forever indebted. To the grads and to RSGC, for all you've given me, thank 
you. PS. (yes we did!): later Kapit! Go West!! Bye bye bye hnr 


| get by with a little help from my friends, mm 


Going to try with a little help from my friends - Lennon ai 


My past seven years here could be summarized in one 3-letter word, car 

ure it out? My friends here have meant everything to me....JY, the white vince 
Jeffy, 3-pt competition? Craigy and his ‘prev-master’ for the countless number of 
rides home; Stef stopping the entire chair lift; Barnes, | need RAMage! Skidest 
it's not your soccer season; JohnnyO, is it getting cloudy? Phedi, Winch Baby 
Pope, ‘I have a few'; Galen, ya jag; and AP (mad skills), thanks for letting the lone 
ly little boy not be lonely any more (ahh-choo). Thanks to all the staff....especia 
ly Ack, for being my advisor and my first coach; Evans, for always being there 
whenever | needed someone to pick on; Coach S, what's a jag? Orlando 
"Mainardi, get your head out of your ass"; Mr. Love, Can anyone stop Winch? ¢ 
Mar, what's the chord for Zx2#11? A & J Thornbury, hi I'm chippy no brain; and 
Hannaford for teaching me what a ‘skranker was. Thanks to my parents for 
always being there and for sending me to such an amazing school. Memorable 
moments & quotes: grad room pile ons, "is it vegetarian chicken atta boy 
rover!", busted in halifax, b-ball trips to Montreal, “ow, fruit!", Evans making 
Rickesh cry in Vancouver, "i had a bad day", the ‘top 100' list, “great Pettit, y 
ruined the game", grade 9 dictionary fights, “Housekeeping”, "I'm irresistible 


| would like tothank my mother and father for their patience and support. | would 
like to thank my sister Natalia for being best friends with me for my whole life | d 
like to thank my friend Ben who has become almost like a member of 
Thank you to all the taechers who have taught me over the past few years. A few 
of them stick out in particular as having had the biggest impact on me. 7 
Mr. Viljoen for helping me more inside and outside of the class than |G expe 


my family 








from anybody . Thank you to Mr. Love and Dr. Leatch for making history interst 
ing and understandable. | would like to thank Mr. Cooper for being 
naterd. Finally | would like to thank my friends at school for their company 
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Since grade seven, R.S.G.C. has become a community for me. | will never be able 


to forget my first sports team, the championship Winch Ball Hockey team of ‘98, 
and of course the infamous grad room pile on's. These memories have made last- 
ing impression on me that I'm sure to carry with me for the rest of my life (Bump 


on the head from the pile on). In terms of thanks, | would like to first and fore- 
most thank my friends that have picked me up when | was down; the faculty, that 
thaught me much of what | know; my family that has stuck with me through thick 
and thin; and of course thanks to anyone that feels | have left them out. Before i 
finish, | feel obligated to leave some corny quote that I've lived by since grade 
nine: -Coursge is not the absence of fear, but acting upon it.-Sir Winston Churchill 
(think about it). And so here ends my St. George's legacy, | would like to wish 
good housekeeping to all, and to all, a good night. 


I've only been at this school for three years, but in my time I've learned a few 
things about life. 1) never back up over "severe-tire-damage" spikes, 2) non-toxic 
doesn't mean tasty, and 3) even if you think you know a lot, you're most likely an 
idiot. | don't really know how those lessons will apply to my future, but | can be 
sure of one thing: when you're juggling flaming knives, make sure you don't wear 
boxing gloves. Thanks to everyone who made my time spent in this place as fun 
as possible, whether it was on purpose or not. Teachers and students alike, 
remember that fun is fun, and no one can take that from you. Thanks go to all 
who tried to entertain my 15-second attention span: Mr. D'arcy, Dr. Leatch (thanks 
for the 10 lessons...), and Mr. Orlando (sure, you're just following orders...), and 
all the students who filled my life with glee. Little battles make life a little more 
interesting, and St. George's is filled with stupid rules, but it was nice to go 
through school with gaping holes in my ears... The people make it easier to live 
life at St. George's: Pearcey, Colin, Dan, Clarky, Brian, and anyone else who kept 
me occupied and gave me some brand new bad habits. Don't forget, "freedom is 
the freedom to say that two plus two makes four. If that is granted, all else fol- 
lows." - George Orwell, 1984. Watch out for Big Brother. 


My boys: thanks for the endless laughs and smiles. Thanks to all the staff, espe- 
cially D'Arcy (sensibility and hockey skills), Love (for all you do; it wouldn't be the 
same without your enthusiasm), the Phys.Ed. staff (for your infinite/J5 wisdom), 
Latimer/McMaster/Pengelly (a good start goes a long way!), Siewert (Danke!), 
Hall&Hutton (for your patience). Don Fiske (transportation&life lessons). My 
Gay's: The Yalians (WM&SS). The Brits UY&JT&CM)_ Foos-ball anyone? Justin 
(any confessions? Shutout...shutout, shutout! At a’ boy Rover!) Jeff (Oh what a 
night. You get an A+, MUAH!) Craigie (Prev-master! West BH - the Cup is final- 
ly ours!) Stef/Steve (Paper-bag anatomy! Moose is loose!) Michel (my gym-rat 
girlfriend. Who needs girls - we've got sports!) Honorary G's: JohnnyO&Phedi 
(Player's Holiday?! It's always sunny, you just need to know where to look!) Boo- 
urns (Nothing surprises me anymore; baseball+the tooth.) Brownesh (I like it 
dirty; RU?) HK (RJ?) - and all the rest...you guys are the best. | love you! WEST: 
Ball Hockey 2000 (you helped me realize a dream.) Huds (Psycho-B Champs - too 
fancy!) Maruzzo (like a rock.) Lanky-power is leaving! Checking line, west-side 
rides, Gay-Fests...bad food (the gritter/Wendy's), great times. Mount Gay, 
Conference room+candy, S.A.R. for giving us something to talk about. 
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Mark Pearcey 





James Petersen 





Andrew Pettit 


Thank you- to all the teachers and staff that have really mattered 

Miller and MR. V). | am truly grateful 

Good luck- to all my fellow grads, recently departed teacher ps and ET 
anyone else who is about to leave the protective nest that t. Ge 

Sorry- to anyone | was cheap, inconsiderate & rude t 

ing on it 

Goodbye - to all the great guys I'm going to miss being around 

there for the good times, tough times, cheap times and free tims 


Ma . 





Max Ritts 


Over the past five years, | have encountered manics, bigots, and rectangles. Tt 
has inno way diminished my love for this school and what it has given to me 
self-worth. | owe everybody in it an incredible debt of gratitude. Jon, Blair, Galer 
Ben, Ed, Sven, Dan, Matt, Pat, Pope, Bakes Katie(s), Em, all of you have made my 
life everything | ever expected it to be, and have been the most loyal any friend 
could be. Thanks go to certain members of the faculty that believed in me, a 
you know who you are. My family: Mom. Dad, Kirsten, you pulled me out of a 
lot garbage over these years, and | am grateful, and will figure out some way t 
show you. In closing, one should never throw jujubes at a friends window at three 
in the morning, steal a street sign, puke in a stranger's house, be forced to slide a 
sausage down a hallway, flick a puck into another's groin, or take a bus to Port 
Carling and then meet his friends @ 4:17 a.m. Never: be naked with a friend's 
girlfriend in the tub, unless she too is naked, leave incriminating bills in the 
garbage, try to wrestle Ed, get thrown through a glass door, take Galen to any 
sporting event. That's it for the obscure, exclusive references. | hope that every 
one | have grown here with will be prosperous and happy in the years to come 
because | will invariably need money and a place to sleep. Cheers 





Eric Wynn 


| began at St. George's back in Mr.Leatch’'s grade 6 class, seven years ago f 
Through this time | have seen myself grow and change so much and RSG 
been a very important factor in my development. The friends that | have made 
from both my peers and the staff have each in his or her own way changed the 
way | life my life. Specifically | would like to thank Mr. Love, Mrs. M 
Leatch, Dr. Newton, Ms. Sommerville, Mr. Timm, Mr. Cooper, and Mr 

for helping me so much in so many different ways. After thankir 

friends, my parents and my two brothers all | can say is thank 





Alexander Wolfson 
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The following were unavailable for comment: 





Cameron Fiske 





Jamie Pope James Robertson 





Jonathan Robson Adam Smith Stephan Superina Brian Sutherland 





Justin Young Benjamin Zelikovitz 
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The Staff 
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Left to right fro 
of Parents’ Guild) 
B. Carter, R. Holdsw 


Orlando, A. Whitele 
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+ ately 


“eft to right, starting at 
top left: D. Jamieson, M. 
Denis, R. DeBlois, J. 
Leatch, H. Richter, M. 
Devereaux, G. Doerksen, 
D. Donkin, C. D'Arcy, P. 
Skalinski, O'Leary, N. 
Van Herk, J. Birkett, T. 
Wade-West, J. Liddle, 

G. Martin 
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bs 
Left page, left to right: G. White, R. DeBlois, E. 
Miller, D. Lawrence, S. Tonkin, N. Steinhauer, J. 
Somerville, R. Stephens, N. Juan, L. Cook (with J. 
Harewood), T. Hutton, D. Hume, M. Reid, R. Bubb, 
W. Schreiner, M. Orlando, J. Leatch; this page: E. 
Fulton, G. Love, D. Rankin, P. Sarellas, M. Ryall, G. 
Siewert (with N. Boake), H. Hannaford, V. Krumins, 
§. Murray, A. Thornbury, N. Hill 











The members of the Junior School 

Cross-Country team met to practice 

r. _ O U Nn ry Monday-Thursday doing runs through 

Christie Pits and stairlaps at Casa Loma. 

The dogged determination of the boys 

“yi ; Stoners led to increased success during our 

meets. Although the team never 

earned a first place ranking in any of 

the meets, all performances were com- 

mendable, with no less than 100% 

effort from all runners. Congratulations 

to Grade 4 student Patrick O'Sullivan, 

our MVP. who consistently placed in 

the top 10 in the Under-10 category 
throughout the entire season. 


iii be haat 





Janet Somerville 





’ 








“Need a smoke. " What is that kid looking at?! 
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senior X-Country 


This year of cross-country ended like 
every year: the final grueling run at 
Trinity College. Once again, we faced 
the daunting challenge of defeating the 
dreaded Mount Trinity. Our brave men 
all ran up this most challenging of 
obstacles at this year's C.1.S.A.A. cham- 
pionship to close off another year of 
cross-country. Leading and inspiring us 
the whole way were both Mr. Van Herk 
and Mlle. Deblois, who with knowl- 
edge and enthusiasm encouraged us to 
improve and enjoy ourselves. Everyone 
on the team showed heart and convic- 
tion throughout the season. Nobody 
quit because the runs where too long 
and hard. This year marks the end of 


cross-country running for me, and | will 
always look back on the team with the 
fondest of memories. Unfortunately 
due to the sport's difficulty and lack of 
prestige here at St. George's, cross 

country has never got the support it 
deserves. | truly hope, that in the com- 
ing years more people will challenge 
themselves (especially those who don't 
play on any other varsity teams during 
the fall term) and take up this fun, 
casual, yet competitive and intense 
sport. Hopefully if we pull together 
some of this school's athletic talent, we 
can establish ourselves in Cross 
Country running in the years to come 

Jeff Todd 


, ise) 


Running 








Yes, more running. 





“Ha, ha! Ahhhh, all right. Get off me, you freak 
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Left to right: Mile. DeB 


Francis Powe 


U/12 Soccer 


The team had an enjoyable, but disappointing season. We failed to 
qualify for the season ending CISAA tournament. This year we won 
four games and tied two. We managed to beat Upper Canada, 
Ridley and Saint Andrew's. The ties came against Country Day and 
Pickering. We had a tough time against teams like Crescent which 
we lost to by a score of 4-1, but I scored my first goal of the sea- 
son! 

The team had its hardest fought game against Country Day 
School. We played our hearts out to try to get in the playoffs, but 
lost 1-0 to a strong team. 

We appreciate the time and effort Mr. Murray put in as our 
coach. Thank you very much and we all look forward to an 
entertaining season next year. 

David Liang 





The Under 12 Soccer Team 


Rear Row: M-W. Sonosky, S.Padulo, 
J. Harewood, P.Luckhurst 

Middle Row: J. Turner, J. Harricks, T. 
Cookson, T.Townley, M. Al Radi 
Front Row: A. Bilak, M. Badali, G. 
Squibb, P. Eiras, R.Charter, A. Mather, 
B. Townley 
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meet owe ok 


Get up you lazy sack of ****. 


U/13 Soccer 


The U/13 team began the season with ten new faces. The boys 
worked hard in preparation for the National Tournament in 
Vancouver. At the tournament the team began with two tie games 
and a 2-1 loss to Ashbury College (the tournament Champions) 
Day two saw us come away with three wins. The boys advanced 
to the semi finals where they lost a hard fought game 2-1 to Lower 
Canada College. The boys were excellent representatives of the 
College. 

David Edwards, Taylor Drury, Cameron Tudhope and Andrew 
Phillips are to be commended for their outstanding contributions to 
the team. 








_ 
“ee me 


Still feeling the pain of the soccer ball. 


Back Row: A. Bolton, A. Pfaff, N. Morris 
Melnuk, P. Whistler 

Middle Row: A. Somerville 

T.Drury, C. Tudhope 

Front Row: D. Edwards, A. Phillips, D. Mart 
Konapacki, EJ. Smith, M. Marsh 
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They actually let me wear a uniform 
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ISSA CHAMPIONS!!! 


No. Name Pos GP. G A P 
3 Patrick Taylor G 3 0 0 0 
1 James Snider G 7 0 0 0 
2 Bruce Curtis D 6 1 3 4 
14 Mike Kennedy D 6 0 4 4 
12 Ben Zelikovitz (C) G L/ 11 13 24 
28 Paul Silny LW. 6 7 8 15 
16 Jeff Crawford (A) RW/D 7 9 9 18 
4 Dan Bennett C/RW 7 4 7 11 
DD Mike Thompson RW 7 2 4 6 
66 John Mulvihill D 7 1 5 6 
9 Cale Cook D 6 4 3 7 
11 Stephan Superina C 7 1 4 5 
17 D'Arcy Cook RW 7 5 2 7 
6 Drew Clark RW/D 6 1 2 5} 
15 D'Arcy Morris LW 1 1 0 1 
Scoreboard 
November 17. RSGC 11 Lakefield 0 

(shut out: James Snider) 
November 24 RSGC 5 Albert College 1 
January 12 RSGC 4 Rosseau Lake 3 
January 19 RSGC 7 Pickering College 4 
January 26 RSGC 8 Lakefield 1 
February 2 RSGC 6 Rosseau Lake 1 
February 16 RSGC 7 Albert College 2 
February 18 Silver Stick Tournament Champions 
February 23 RSGC 6 Pickering College O 
March 1 ISAA Playoffs 
Semi-Final RSGC 4 Albert College 1 
Final RSGC 6 Pickering College 1 


Final Record: 14-0 


Right: waiting for the bus 
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Ben takes a shot 


R 
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Above: the unofficial team picture; Below: the official one: Rear: Dr. J. Leatch, 
Paul Silny, Drew Clark, Mike Thompson, Dan Bennett, D'Arcy Cook, Bruce Curtis, 
John Mulvihill, Stephan Superina, Mike Kennedy, Mr. J. Lee; Front: Jeff Crawford, 

James Snider, Ben Zelikovitz, Pat Taylor, Cale Cook 
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The senior hockey team had an 
extremely successful season 
Dedication, discipline and a strong 
desire to win resulted in a perfect reg 
ular season record of 12 - 0. The team 
defeated Pickering College in an excit- 
ing final to bring home RSGC's first 
ever ISAA Senior Hockey 
Championships. Congratulations on an 


outstanding season ! 
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Rear: Mr. D. Lee, Alex McNabb, Jed Ridgway, Evan Norton, Cody Sauer, Michael Love, 
Andrew Potichnyj, Tom Hutchison, Michael Roebuch, Mr. S. Murray, Front : Tim Clark, 
Michael Usher-Jones, Crawford Gordon, Alex Edmison, Sam Bennett, Jeff Thompson 
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The under 16 Hockey Team worked hard 
all season and, in the end, were tri- 
umphant. Although the boys didn’t fair 
too well in their very difficult league, they 
were extremely successful at a tourna- 
ment in Quebec. The boys ventured to 
Lennoxville, Quebec, where Bishop’s 
College School hosted a_ four team, 
weekend series of games. The other 
teams came from as far away as the 
American border. 

Our captain, Alex Edmison, along 
with other color winners, Michael Usher- 
Jones and Sam Bennett, played with poise 
and strength to help our team to a win- 
ning record. The boys all played togeth- 
er as a team, and didn’t sucumb to over- 
confidence or individualistic play. Mr. 
James Lee and | were honored to stand 
behind the boards and coach these ath- 
letes to victory in the final game. 

Special mention should also go to our 
netminders. Mitch Tomulka and 
Chris Todd played soundly in net all 
weekend, often coming up with a big 
glove or toe save at a key moment in a 
game. | hope to see many of these play- 
ers back next year, where we will use our 
experience from this year, to fair better 
against rivals closer to home. 


Mr. Steve Murray 
co-coach: Mr. David Lee 
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Senior Basketball 


The Senior basketball team had an up 
and down season. The highlight of the 
season was the tournament in 
Montreal. After a long and difficult 
journey the team arrived in Montreal 
and just barely defeated a very weak 
Bishop's team. It took a Galen Davies 
three pointer to win the game. After 
that it was a smooth ride to the finals 
against Country Day. It was a hard 
fought game, but we lost by five. 

Back in Toronto things were not as 
smooth. We just barely scraped into the 
playoffs and faced a tough UCC team. 
It was the final game for Galen, Todd, 
Minardi, Pope and Rickesh. The team 
played hard for the entire game and 


lost by six. This was a disappointing 
result because we were tied for most of 
the game. 

The team ended the season with a 
game against the staff. After 40 min- 
utes the team was up, but the staff was 
demoralized by the loss so they 
demanded an extra quarter. That quar- 
ter doesn't count so we won't mention 
it. 

The team would like to thank Mr 
Sarellas for the season. All of the 
returning players are looking forward to 
a promising season next year and wish 
all of the leaving players the best of 
luck. 

Cam Wallace 





Jeff is ripped! 





Don't cry if you miss... 


From Left to Right: Top: Mike Chan, Jamie Pope, Mike Kitchen, Simon 


Sutherland, Galen Davies 


Sarellas 


Bottom Row: Matt Hudson, Jeff Todd, Rickesh Kotecha, Cam Wallace, Mict 


Mainardi, Fraser Buchan 
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Under 13 Basketball 


The U/13 basketball team had a strong 
season led by their coach Mr. Evans. 
The high point of the year came when 
the team won the RSGC Invatational 
Tournament. EJ. Smith and Simon 
McCammus were the team captains 
and led their team to victory. 


Rear: Andrew Bolton, Mike Boltbee, 
David Martin Konopaki, E.J. Smith, 
John Elliot Pearl 

Front: Rafiq Kanji, Pat Whistler, Max 
Marshall, Matthew Parker 





Ski Team 


The ski team made great strides this 
year by adding a Junior Team to the 
two senior levels of competition. Our 
Level 2a team, led by Andrew Pettit, 
was always in contention; our Level 1a 
team placed a very respectable 4th 
over the season. The good news is that 
out new Junior team finished the sea- 
son in 2nd place and had a good 
chance to win. We are looking forward 
to an even better season next year. 


The Junior Team: Mr. J. Kerr, lan 
Colterjohn, Pierre Eiras, Anthony 
Ruffolo, Simon Chernin 
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Under 14 Volleyball 


The Under 14 Volleyball Team had a 
successful season. These boys had an 
incredible amount of spirit, and always 
worked together as a team. Their skills 
steadily improved, and they played 
their best games of the season during 
the semi-final tournament. 
Congratulations, boys. Your coaches 
are proud of you! 


Rear: Mr. W. Schreiner, Todd Boxer, 
Chris Hoad, Paul Koven, Ms L. 
McPhedran; 

Centre: John Holtby, Brian Fehely, 
Colin Rubes; 

Front: Drew Becker, Gavin Chan, Sam 
Bailey 





Senior Volleyball 


This year was a rebuilding year for the 
senior volleyball team. The boys 
worked extremely hard throughout the 
season and displayed true sportsman- 
ship on and off the court. 
Unfortunately the team did not qualify 
for the playoffs. 


Rear: Mr. J. Lee, Adam Smith, Galen 
Davies, James Snider, Ronson Chan 
Front: Clynn Hsiung, Mike Kitchen, 
Geoff Renihan 
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Under 14 Rugby 


This was the second year of operation 
for the Under-14 Rugby team and we 
had a total of 42 boys try out. 
Eventually the team was reduced to 36 
enthusiastic players. Last year we 
placed ninth of eleven CAIS schools 
and this year we came in second. We 
practised at Christie Pits and we 
received additional expert coaching 
from an experienced running back, Dr. 
Ricardo Harris. We began our season 
with an invitational tournament at 
Country Day School. After tieing Lower 
Canada College and defeating Bishop's 
College School in the preliminary 
rounds we outscored LCC 14 to O in 
the final game and became the tourna- 
ment champions. In regular league play 
we were victorious over Ridley College, 
St, John's Kilmarnock, Crescent School, 
Appleby College and Holy Trinity 
School. 

In the final tournament we were 


seeded second and we defeated the 
fourth seed, Ridley College. This put us 
into the championship game in which 
we lost to a very strong team from St. 
Andrew's College. It was a great sea- 


Under 16 Rugby 


Rear: Mr. A. Thornbury, Shane Milne, 
Francis Powell, Spike Macrae, Gavin 
Dunne, Phil Goad, Arian Pristine, Mike 
Usher-Jones, Conor Waugh- 
MacKenzie, Terence Ho, Jon Lucas; 
Mr. P. Sarellas; 

Front: Andrew Ford, David 
Winterbottom, Wade Sahni, Chris 
Johnson, Alex Edmison, Cale Cook 
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son and we look forward to next year's 
activities. 

We want to thank our coaches and 
all of the parents who came out to sup- 
port us. 





Under 14 Badminton 


In spite of the fact that we had a very 
talented team this year we managed to 
finish somewhere in the middle of the 
1.S.A.A. pack. The level of skill and play 
in the U 14 badminton has gone up 
appreciable over the years with some 
excellent players in the competitions 
Our own first and second singles play- 
ers, Dan Whistler and Jon Tam held 
their own in the matches against some 
of the very best in the league. Third 
singles was competently shared by 
Remy Perrin and Bennet McBride 
Virtually undefeated until the finals 
were the awesome doubles of Patrick 
Whistler and Ryan Cookson. Always a 
threat were the doubles of Todd Boxer 
and Simon Chernin. Playing in various 


roles as singles and 


doubles were 
Derrick Hepburn 
Andrew Bolton, 


Andrew Somerville 
and Rafiq Kanji. We 
had a great time and 
learned a lot this 
season 


Rear: John Harricks, 
Bennett, McBride 
Mr. W. Schreiner, 
Middle: Andrew 
Somerville, Simon 
Chernin, Todd 
Boxer; Front: Remy 
Perrin, Ryan 
Cookson, Jon Tam, 
Dan Whistler 





Senior Badminton 


The senior badminton team had an 
undefeated season and finished off the 
season on a high note as they were the 
C.I.S.A.A. champions. The team would 
like to thank Mr. Evans and wish Chris 
Barnes (Captain), Michel Minardi, Phil 
Watson, Rickesh Kotecha, Keith Lui and 
Aaron Lau the best of luck in the 
future. Also a big thanks to Mr 
Doerksen. 


Coaches- J. Evans & G. Doerkson 


Rear: Mr 


J). Evans 


Chris Barnes 


Front 


Mario Maruzzo 





Ronson Chan, Michel Mainardi, Andrew Pettit 
Kevin 


Alex Carter, Jonathan Abrahan 


lvan Chin 
Aaron Lau 


65 


Senior Lacrosse 
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Rear: James Snider, Rob MacDonald, Rob Cimicata, Mike Thompson, D'Arcy Cook, D'Arcy Morris, Dan Bennett, 
Drew Clark, Mitch Tomulka, Mr. M. Orlando; Front: Ben Zelikovitz, Brad Milne, Evan Norton, Dan Stevens, John 
Mulvihill, Graham Atkinson, Pat Taylor, Tim Enfield, Ostap Prokipchuk (absent: Coach David Lee) 


Golf Team 


Left to right: Dr. M. Ryall, Rob Gainer, 
???, Rob Parker, Jordan Klein, Justin 
Young, Ben McPhee, Bruce Curtis, 
Bruce McNaughton, Jon Hawryluk, 
Cam Wallace, Kyle Davidson 
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Senior Track 


This year's track team definitely had 
fun! And yes, beyond all of that fun, 
there was some sport. Despite the 
team's size (and the size of our com- 
petitors!), we did very well. Surviving 
those practices at Central Tech was no 
small feat! Senior highlights were 
Phedias’ first place javelin throw and 
the senior 4x100's second place finish. 
The junior highlight was their 4x100's 
second place finish. As well, we'll 
always remember waiting for late taxis 
and that oh-so-flattering jersey! The 
leaving seniors Jeff, Phedias and John) 
wish the team the best of luck and a lot 
of fun in the coming years. On behalf 
of the team, | must thank coach Mlle 
DeBlois for her dedication and enthusi- 
asm. It was a fantastic season! 

John Omura 


CN Tower Run 


In order to raise money for the World 
Wildlife Foundation, the Track team 
and a few volunteers ran up the stairs 
of the CN Tower. A good time was 
had by all as parents joined in the 
action. 


Track & Field at CN Tower 

Rear: John Omura, Michael Alguire, 
Francis Powell, Greg Robinson, Ms R. 
DeBlois, Michel Mainardi, Greg Stark, 
Andrew Pettit, Scott Ackley, Josh 
Reisman, Matthew Hayles 

Front: Jay Joliffe, Dale Wiseman, 
Phedias Diamandis 





Rear: Tim Wong, Colm Schlosser, Zack Bush, Ms R. DeBlois, Brad MacKinnon 
Francis Powell, Dale Wiseman, John Karantonis (behind), Phedias Diamandis, Jay 
Jolliffe 

Front: Jeff Todd, Jayson Lin, Mark Longo, John Omura, Marco Yeung 





67 


Tie Grex rgtan 


Junior Track 


The Junior Track Team was membered 
by boys who came to practice four 
times per week in all kinds of weather. 
Come rain or come shine, the boys ran 
with determination and commitment. 
Thanks especially to Scott Ackley and 
Greg Stark for their quiet leadership. 


Janet Somerville 


RULE 


Rear: Scott Ackley, Greg Stark, 
Matthew Yeung, Ms H. Richter; 
Front: Alex Last, Trevor Cookson, 
Kevin Drury, Philip Ruffolo, David 
Clark, Andrew Harris 





Under 16 Soccer 


Rear: Kyle Davidson, Andrew 
Potichnyj, Kevin Smith, Rob Cimicata, 
Arian Pristine, Mitch Tomulka, Dan 
Stevens; 

Centre: Sandy Norton, Andrew Ford, 
Jay Jolliffe, Spike Macrae, Anton 
Kozlov, David Winterbottom, Mr. P. 
Sarellas; 

Front: Paul Ternamian 
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Senior Softball 


This was the season in which we were 
supposed to win it all. We had two 
good pitchers, a very competent field- 
ing team, and power at the bat. We 
finished the season 6 -1, due to an 
unfortunate lapse of attention against 
Appleby. So we came to the final 
Championship tournament filled with 
confidence. The first game against 
Country Day School went according to 
plan, as we scored 27 runs to their 9 
Then for the second game, we gave 
away our slugging advantage by 
agreeing to a designated home run hit- 
ter rule. We lost 14 to 6. It was, how- 


yp’ %? , , 


ever, a great season. ade _ 





Rear: Alex McNabb, Matt Wilson, Pat Hayes, Aaron Mitchell, Paul Macchione 
Steven Shienfield, Jeff Renihan, Galen Davies, Mr. J. Kerr 

Front: Mark Pearcey, Jesse Parker, Dan Green, David Kerr-Vayne (absent: Jonah 

Falco) 
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Junior Soccer Award 
Edward Assaf Memorial 
Senior Soccer Award 
Junior Volleyball Award 
Senior Volleyball MVP 
Junior Cross Country Award 
Ferguson Award 
For Cross Country Running 
Trusler Ski Trophy - MVP 
Junior Hockey Award 
J. D. McMaster Award for 
Senior Hockey MVP 
Senior Squash MVP 
Junior Basketball Trophy 
Bowlby Cup 
Senior Basketball MVP 
Lomax Trophy for 
Senior Basketball 
Senior Golf MVP 
Junior Track and Field Trophy 
R. K. Fraser Senior Track MVP 
Rugby MVP 
David Reeser Cup for 
Excellence in Raquet Sports 
Athletic Directors Award 





Michael Usher-Jones, Paul Ternami 
Winterbottom, Jay Jollife receive U/16 Soccer colours 
from Mr. P. Sarellas 


Athletic Awards 2000 


A 


David Edwards 


Matthew Hudson and Michel Mainardi 
Jonathan Holtby 

Galen Davies 

Patrick O'Sullivan 


Jeff Todd 
Andrew Petitt 
Scott Ackley / David Edwards 


James Snider and Ben Zelikovitz 
Andrew Ford 
Simon McCamus 


Galen Davies and Michel Mainardi 


Rickesh Kotecha 
Justin Young 
Scott Ackley 

Jeff Todd 
Crawford Gordon 


Chris Barnes 
Mr. Alan Cooper 


Junior School Athlete of the Year Scott Ackley 


J.S. Robinson Trophy 

Best Grade 9 Athlete 
A. C. Tudhope Trophy 

Best Grade 10/11 Athlete 
).S. Housser Trophy 

Best Senior Athlete 
Athletic Letters 
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Crawford Gordon 
John Mulvihill 


Galen Davies and Michel Mainardi 

Jamie Pope, Andrew Petitt, Phedias 
Diamandis, Galen Davies, Michel Mainardi, 
Jeff Todd, Rickesh Kotecha, James Snider, 
3en Zelikovitz 
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an, David Alex Edminson, Wade Sahni, David Winterbottom, Andrew 
Ford, Michael Usher-Jones receive U/16 Rugby colours from 
Mr. A. Thornbury and Mr. P. Sarellas 


Taylor Townley, Alex Mather, Kevin 
Drury receive Under 12 soccer colours 
from Mr. S. Murray 





Mr. Thornbury and Rikesh Kotecha 
with the senior soccer t-shirt 


Fencing 


For the first time in our long and distin- 
guished history here at RSGC, we have 
a fencing club. Yes, white suits, big 
masks, and long, pointy swords have 
finally come to our fair school. Under 
the tutelage of Renata Grodecka 
(Champion of both Poland and Canada 
in Women's Epée), of the Toronto 
Fencing Academy, we brought the cul- 
ture, wit, and charm that had been 
lacking at our school. 

As arranged by Mr. David Lee, the 
club met every Monday and 
Wednesday. The novice fencers learned 
how to lunge, parry, and pronounce 
the dainty French names for all the 
moves that are part of the sport. The 
year culminated in our participation at 
Ontario Fencing Association final tour- 
nament. Andrew Potts-Robinson and 
Sandy Gibson represented Royal St. 
George's College and actually did pret- 
ty well. Sandy won the Silver Medal 
and Andy won two Bronzes. 


Ping Pong 
or 
Ec 
j 





The class is shown the moves 


and played a sport that is excicting and 
fun... ping pong!!! The ping pong club 
is organized by Mr. Paddags and Mr. 
Kerr. Mr. Kerr coached the first half of 
the year while Mr. Paddags coached 
the second. When we first started play- 
ing ping pong, we did not play very 
well. However, the coaches passed on 
their knowledge and skill of ping pong 
As the year went on we began to 
develop into better players. As a mem- 
ber of this club, | want to thank Mr. 
Kerr and Mr. Paddags for a wonderful 
year. 


group of students stayed after school 








Dick Chow 
- ~~ -_ 


Arian prepares to serve 
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C idac AweiGas 


This was the first year of the RSGC 
Chess club, and it was a great success. 
Every Tuesday and Thursday, we had 
Steve Sarkady, a Grandmaster, come in 
and teach the club many different 
things. He taught beginners how to 
start play and taught the advanced 
players many different tactics on how 
to checkmate your opponent in many 
different situations. Also, thanks to Dr. 
Ryall's “connections”, we were able to 
set up a tournament with TL Kennedy 
Public High School in Etobicoke. 
Unfortunately, in the end, we ended up 
losing the tournament, but everyone 
had a great time, and we hope to con- 
tinue this trend in future years to come. 
Many thanks to Dr. Ryall, Ms. DeBlois, 
and everyone who came out. We had a 
blast. 

























Fergal Warde 


There must be a way to save the Dr. Ryall, a regular here at the chess Argus Chambers considers the 
situation club. possibilities of chess 
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This year Judo was offered in both the 
phys. ed. curt um for many of the 
Junior School classes and in the after 
school program. Jim Kapches, Erich 
Zimm, and Robert Johnson a iptured 
gold medals _ at the ntar 


Championships in March. The Jud 
Team participated in a tournament with 
Crescent School in February and went 
to the Ontario High School 
Championships on May 13th. Three of 
our students, Chris Roscoe, Jim 
Kapches, and Robbert Johnson, Sense 
David Miller, Mr. O'Leary, and two stu- 
dents from Sensei Miller's private club 
travelled to Japan during the March 
Break to participate in a cultural 
exchange and to practise Judo. We 
stayed with Japanese families, prac- 
tised with the best Judo students in the 


world, and had a great time, altogeth 
er 





Practical demonstration Steve Woodiwiss and Chris Roscoe This is very difficult this way uf 
practise the moves 
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The Speaking Union 


The World Public Speaking and Debating Tournament in Cyprus 


When | first arrived in Cyprus, | discov- 
ered two things: it was much too warm 
for the pants | was wearing and it was 
just a little bit larger than Lake Ontario. 
| was there for the World Debating and 
Public Speaking Championships held 
on an annual basis in different locations 
around the world. | stayed with a nice 
Cypriot family, who enjoyed feeding 
me and taxiing me to and from the 
school where the tournament took 
place. | cannot stress enough the ben- 
efits of this experience. | was compet- 
ing against students my age from 
countries including Pakistan, Brazil and 
South Africa to mention a few. To 
expose myself to these people and 


TINOTE AEN KEP 


their cultures was an | experience |'ll 
always remember. 

In 1974, Turkey annexed Cyprus 
and invaded six years later after Cyprus 
had declared itself independent of 
Britain. The invasion was stopped by 
the UN and the USA by drawing a 
quick border down the centre of the 
island country and splitting it. The 
country continues not to be recognized 
as a Turkish state by the UN, but rather 
as part of "occupied Cyprus." 

Much of my time spent touring 
with the group was an attempt to 
understand how the Greek Cypriot 
people had to live within an occupied 
country. | realized specifically what it 
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meant after speaking with one of the 
18-year-olds who would be conscript- 
ed into the armed forces in June. He 
had been trained to hate the Turks and 
would willingly fight. | realized that 
although these students were hosting a 
world-wide tournament that promoted 
understanding and appreciation of 
other cultures, they were, in fact, living 
in one regimented by fear and hate. 
All the speaking, my placement in the 
tournament, the weather, seemed 
inconsequential. Call it a revelation, but 
| now understand how good we have it 
here in Canada. 

Eric Wynn 








The State of Public Speaking 


It has been a busy year for the RSGC 
Speakers’ Union. Our teams have par- 
ticipated in many tournaments with 
some excellent results. In September, 
we sent a team of three to the St 
Clement's Impromptu: Cam Fiske, Jesse 
Todres and Alex Wolfson. The 
International Independent Schools' 
Public Speaking Championships were 
held in October at Strathcona- 
Tweedsmuir School in Calgary. RSGC 
was represented by David Baker, Alex 
Wolfson and Eric Wynn who placed 6th 
overall 


The RSGC Saucer Challenge saw 
many students participating as volun- 
teers Competing at Fulford 
Tournaments held this year were: Jeff 
Parker, Jonah Falco, Graham Durrant 
Taylor, Andrew Hepburn Alex 
Wolfson, lan Humphries and Matthew 
Hamlin-Douglas. Our team for the 
OSDU Metro Regionals included Colin 
Simpson, Nick Boake and Jonathan 
Lofft, who placed ‘1st in the senior divi 
sion. To end the year, Chris Kelly and 
Alex Wolfson participated in the 
Nationals at Branksome Hall and Ben 
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McPhee placed 1st in the after-dinner 
speaking category at the Nora Macra 
Tournament there 

Eventhough this 


seems long, it does 1 


of the caring and 
who have contributed t 
effort to helt 


would like te 


vee 
students who have made 1999-. 


truly great year tor Ful »pedk 


RSG All t 


Kandalore 


In October, all the Grade 9 students 
and their teachers went to Camp 
Kandalore for four days of orientation. 
The idea was that students and staff 
would get to know each other in an 
environment removed from the class- 
room. Students shared cabins based on 
their own preferences, but they were 
placed in activity groups in a relatively 
random fashion. These groups took 
students off on a variety of activities: 
canoeing, hiking, rock climbing, and 
archery were a few. Evenings were 
spent in other games such as blind- 
man’'s-bluff, board games and movies. 
The excursion was a success: everyone 
had a good time and got to know their 
classmates much better than if they 
had not taken part. 























Top: one group goes out in a war- 
canoe. Team-work is important if you 
plan on going anywhere 

Centre-left: Dick Chow leads a victim 
into a game of blind-man’'s-bluff 
Centre-right: Remy Perrin checks his 
score 

Right: Blind-man's-bluff 
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Niagara Falls 


Every fall the Grade 10 Canadian 
Geography class journeys to Niagara 
Falls, the honey-moon capital of every- 
where to study the land-forms there 
and to learn a little bit about the tech- 
nological and environmental history of 
the area. The students get to do nearly 
everything you would like to do if you 
were showing relations from abroad 
around, but which you probably would 
not have the time or patience to do 
They walk behind the falls and down 
the side of the gorge; they ride the 
Maid of the Mist right up to the edge 
of the falling water, and they take the 
gondola across the river at the whirl- 
pool. Across the river they visit the site 
of the Love Canal and learn what hap- 
pened there. In between, they manage 
to have a pretty good time of it. 











Top: looking up river towards the 


Centre left: some of the boys read 
falls 


Centre right: Andrew Potichnyj examines some ge 
exhibits 
Bottom left: Russell Gozian waitin 
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Canadian History Trip 


"In October, 1999, Dr. Leatch took the 
OAC Canadian History class to visit Ste. 
Marie Among the Hurons in Midland, 
Ontario. It was a beautiful Autumn 
day. 

We had a good tour of the recon- 
structed Jesuit village. In particular, 
“Fast Eddie" Birnbaum stood out as an 
eager apprentice for the blacksmith. All 
of us then divided into two teams and 
enjoyed a fast-paced game of lacrosse 
by the river. 

Elliot "Lucky Man" Fienberg, Justin 
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Young, Mr. Van Herk, Stefan Superina 
and Ben Zelikovitz distinguished them- 
selves in this “manly” contest. 
Afterwards we retired to a craft hut to 
fashion yokes from Huron tradition. 
Jonathan “the Squire” Robson, 
Michael Clark and Dylan “Animal Boy" 
Ellis performed well in this activity. We 
had a good lunch near the Museum 
and then came back to the school. It 
was a great trip and we want to thank 
Mr. Van Herk for accompanying us. 


Left: Ed is always quick 
to make new friends. 
Top: | wonder what this 
guys real job is ? 
Bottom: Michael is just 
playing it cool. 
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American History 


In mid May Mr. Love's American 
History class took a trip to southern 
Pennsylvania and Washington D.C. On 
this venture we were accompanied, in 
addition to Mr. Love, by Mr. Doerksen, 
Dr. Leatch and Brian Walch of Temple & 
Temple Tours. After a stressful passage 
of the US border, because Sandy 
Gibson and Mike Kennedy were posing 
as international terrorists with no 
appropriate Canadian identification, 
we travelled to Gettysburg. We had 
some great meals at august eating 
establishments such as _ General 


Pickett's Buffet and McDonald's. We 
were ably guided around the Antietam 
battlefield by Civil War expert, banjo 
maker and former adult movie star, 


George Wunderlich. George taught us 
a lot about the devastating injuries 
caused by Civil War era small arms and 
artillery fire. We had a great tour of 
Gettysburg, visiting things such as the 
Electric Map, the Museum, an actor 
who portrayed Abraham Lincoln, Little 
Round Top, the Peach Orchard, the 
Corn Field, Pickett's Charge location, 
and the Angle. On our final day we vis- 
ited Washington D.C. and saw the 
Vietnam Memorial, the Lincoln 
Memorial, the White House, the Old 
Post Office Building and several parts 
of the Smithsonian Institute. It was a 
great trip and we want to thank Mr 
Love for organizing it 
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Left: Mr. G. Love, Chris Rae, Sand 
Gibson, Brad Milne 


Above: “Abe 

Bottom Left: Merry-go-Roscoe 
Below: The Sunken Road 
Antietam 


Battle of 


Terry Fox and 
RSGC in High Park 


The Dirty Dozen 







1. Jeff Todd WEST OAC 
2. Paul Silny WINCH 11 
3. Don Pyper YORK 10 
4. Crawford Gordon CANT 9 
5. Andrew Ford YORK A 
6. Frederic Tamagel WEST 11 
7. Michael Alguire WINCH 10 
8. Matt Hudson WEST 12 
9. Mr. Steve Murray 

10. MArio Marruzzo WEST 4 
11. Mr. Hal Hannaford TOP DOGG 

12. Kevin Fowler YORK 9 


Someone find me a washroom 


The Guild takes part A Short Cut? 
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Nicholas Payne 
Senior Art Prize Winner 
Student Agenda Cover Prize Winner 
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Alex Josephson 
Senior Art Prize Winner 


0% Re So 
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Mark Longo 
Intermediate Art Prize Winner 
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Above left: Nude, by Colin 
Simpson, OAV Art Class; 
Above right: Portrait, by 
Jonathan Kellett, OAC Art 
Class; 

Left: Still life, by Nicholas 
Payne, OAC Arft Class 
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Track & Field Day 





catt itital 46 ¥ 


Fl Colloseum 


“Hold on. This isn't Funkytown! 
Damn these directions and that 
stupid song!” 





“My hand is on my bum." 
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Band Music 


OAC Jazz: 
Jonah Falco-Tpt; 
Michel Mainardi-Alto; 
John Maggiacomo- 
Tenor; 

Jamie Robertson, Elliott 
Feinberg, Guitars; 
James Snider-Bass; 
(not shown) 

Jeff Parker-Piano; 
Jesse Parker-Drums 
















thi 


Mr. Wade-West 
conducting the 
Grade 9 Beginning 
Band 





Grade 11 Band wailing at 
the Showcase Concert in 
Bloor Street United Church 
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Death 










Dr. Death Band 


This was the inaugural year for the new 
and improved Dr. Death Swing Band, a 
band made up of students from 
Grades 9-11. We played very 


y : ca |  —— 
well-received gigs at re S 
the Showcase rae 
Concert and ; 


Right: The Grade 9 Band, 
Above left: “A” Band; Top 
right: OAC Band; Top left: Dr 





Germany Tour 





“Hey! What the hell are you doing? Get outta my parking space!" 
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“Here lies Wayne, the cello 


the RSGC 


Mildred’s-Lightbourn 


On February 3, Senior 


Band and St. 
School left Canada for our Concert Tour 
ot We 


small town of Kulmbach and we trav- 


Germany. were based in the 
elled daily to our gigs and tours. While 
we were there, we stayed with German 
families and this certainly helped us to 
get to know the culture and ways of the 
German people. “The homestay experi 
ence was awesome...” says Kevin Lau. 


We performed in a different town 


Wayne was a good cello 


every day. During our ten day tour we 
visited a number of places including 
Nuremburg, Weimar and Coburg 

One of the impressive things about 
that we 


performing in Germany Was 


had the opportunity to play in acousti 
cally perfect concert halls, even in the 


small towns. Our audiences were all 


extremely receptive On one occasion 


in Bad Elster in East Germany, our host 


suggested we put out a trumpet Case to 
We 


help with our “expenses put out a 
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sign for the 


over $400.00 
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The highlights of our trig 


standing ovations in 


ing the famous house 


Weimar, seeing both Wagner 
houses in Bayreuth, and 
cathedrals and castles. We 
very impressive sites including t! 
Coburg (with its medieval ar 
the cathedral in Vierzehnheiliger 
monk played a smal mncoert 
group 

The band played magr 
every venue. However, the be 
all was our performance it 
Kulmbach. This was organized 
help of the local music inst: 
OAC group, along witt n 
students, took to the stage 
the house down. One he 
that he had neve | 


much energy 


Persona 


Our 


who 


expr 


he 


t 


st 


helped 


ti 


( 
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Chicago Trip 


Chicago: A-band's odyssey 


We left R.S.G.C. at seven o'clock 
on a Wednesday morning, arriving at 
our hotel, the Essex Inn, at eight 
o'clock that night, after two stops. We 
were two or three to each room, but 
the rooms were quite large, and really 
nice. Luckily for Hepburn, there were 
numerous Coke machines in the hotel. 

We performed three times in 
Chicago: The first was at St. Cajetan, in 
front of the students in grades three to 
eight. The second time was at Six 
Flags: Great America, where we per- 
formed outside the gates. The third, 
and best performance, was on a light- 
ed stage inside the vast expanse of 
Gurnee Mills mall. 

There were various activities 
planned for us in Chicago. We had 
breakfast in the Hard Rock cafe, lunch 
in a rock ‘n' roll McDonalds, we visited 
Ruby Tuesdays for a delicious supper, 
and we visited Andy's Jazz club for din- 
ner one night. We also visited the top 


of the Sears Tower, missed a 
cruise on Chicago River, 
and were taken on an 
Untouchables tour, explor- 
ing the mafia / gang history 
of Chicago. 
It was a great trip, and 
Mr. Wade-West, Ms. 
Somerville, and the two 
Student Travel Society rep- 
resentatives who came with 
us deserve many thanks. 
Corcoran Conn-Grant 


Below left: the band plays a 
concert at Six Flags: Great 
America. 

Top: Sam Johnson waits 
anxiously for exactly the 
right moment. 

Bottom: Paul Trebuss finds 
out that being on the road 
is all about waiting. 
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Rear row: J. Cliff, B. Feheley, T. Boxer, C. Tudhope, C. Hoad, J. Brown, D. Becker, J. Holtby, M. Pigott, A 
Centre row: J. Bell, P. Eiras, W. Lockett, S. Bailley, E. Minaker, G. Chan, A. Chambers, D. Heisey, D. Liang, T. Townley, M 
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Lambert, A. Branston; Front row: S. Sydney, J. Harricks, P. Miller, D. Chan, N. Sadry, A. Quick, A. Mather, F. MacLean, D 
Bleasby, J. Pak, A. Phillips, J. O'Born, P. Whistler, A. Field 


When | reflect on the activities of the 
choir over the last year or so, | realize 
just how busy we have been. In the 
past nine months, we have engaged 
upon a major tour of France and 
Belgium, appeared in radio and televi- 
sion broadcasts and performed several 
concerts, all the while maintaining a 
demanding schedule of performances 
here in the school chapel for the vari- 
ous services we celebrate together. We 
have also managed to fit in half a 
dozen weddings, with more scheduled 
for the spring and summer. 

On April 8 we took part in a per- 
formance of Mahler's Third Symphony 
with the U of T Symphony under 
famed conductor Raffi Armenian. The 
event was an enormous success. 

The singing of the boys received 
much favourable comment. We also 
kicked off the National Convention of 
Educational Safety in May and sang at 
the college's “Artsfest." The choir per- 
formed at both Junior and Senior 
School graduation ceremonies this 


year, both of which were held in St 
Alban's Chapel. The senior boys 
seemed especially appreciative of the 
choir's presence, many among them 
feeling the poignancy of hearing some- 
thing that was so integral to their life at 
school performed for the last time in 
their student days. We were proud to 
sing in the presence of Dr. Jack Wright, 
who later commented that “The choir 
sounds tremendous!” High praise 
indeed from one of our founders 

The choir programme at RSGC is 
thriving. The Treble Choir is the largest 
it has been in decades - from the days 
when two people ran the choir day to 
day! The introduction of a vocal option 
in the senior division has been highly 
successful and is being expanded to 
Grade 11 next year, making it available 
in Grades 9 through 11 

We continue to support the train- 
ing of future choir leaders in the person 
of Robert Gleadow, our Wilkinson 
Organ Scholar. Robert has received 
excellent reports from his teacher, Prof 
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John Tuttle, one of the continent's most 
distinguished organists 

We are gradually expanding 
repertoire. While the great heritag 
the English cathedral and collegiate 
choirs is the foundation of everything 
we do, we have gradually moved 








performing more secular works such as 
folk songs and even a medley 

Beatles’ songs. The possibilities are 
dazzling, given the enormous amount 


of talent and unparalleled ded 
our boys bring to their 
choir 

Our reputation is growing 
deservedly so. Can we do more? Ye: 
of course. The coming year 
2001) promises to be a banner sé 
for the choir, with a busy 1 
certs already planned and t 
al excitement of producing 
recording. A chor 
our first vis 
decades, will provide ¢ 


such an eventful yea! 


95 


Carol Service 


The piper’s lament filled the chapel as our 
prefects, dressed in uniforms representing 
Canada’s military past and present, drifted 
down the aisle. We remebered that the vic- 
tims are not remote unnamed figures but 
rather, brothers and sisters, parents and 
friends. Our prayer at this year’s service of 
remebrance was that no more lives would 
be claimed by warfare. We remember 
those who fought for our freedom and the 
peace we now enjoy. 





The A and B choir singing at St. James’ Cathedral for the annual Carol Service 





Mr. Jamieson, the new Choir Master of RSGC The Server's Guild leading the choir out of the Cathedral 
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Remembrance Day 


“O come let us adore him, Christ the 
Lord!” 

As the final notes of this year’s cathedral 
carol service flooded St. James’, our hearts 
too were flooded with the glory of the 
words sung and spoken. In what is now a 
strong Toronto family tradition, St. 
George’s choirs, under the inspired leader- 
ship of Mr. Douglas Jamieson, celebrated 
the coming of Christmas in fine style with 
the service of Nine Lessons and Carols. 
The choir was wonderful, the evening 
magical. Our spirits soared! 

Fr. D. Donkin 


| 
| 
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AP adie 


Bgapagagagage 
ot 








The prefects welcome visitors to the chapel The two trumpeters, Peter Be 
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Above: the Chapel at 
the Mistletoe Market 


Left: The 1999-2000 Guild 
Board: 

Rear: Barbara Davidson, Cathy 
Parker, Pamela Durrant, 
Deborah Locke, Joanne Love, 
Joan Boxer, Sharon Boultbee, 
Carol Lucas, Jean Green, Barbara 
Bolton; Centre: Mietta Pagella, 
Susan Kitchen, Toni Lambert; 
Front: Stacey Sharpe, Judith 
MacMillan Baldry, Elizabeth 
Edmison, Gloriana Field, Donna 
Field, Donna Taylor; Absent: 
Charlene Enfield, Denise 
Millward, Anne Hepburn, Nancy 
Riley, Lily Wong, Catherine 
Moore 
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The Dragon's Lair doing business as usual 











Charlene Enfield, Joanne Love, and Elizabeth Edmison 
at the Volunteer Barbeque 


= = 
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As a volunteer parent association 


Guild provides support for a variet 


activities including fundraising 


events and operations, integratior 


parents into the R.S.G.C 


and school promotion. This ye 


Guild donated $100,000 
school to finance the f 
and projects: choir room 


ment, laptop computer pr 


units, Junior school comg 


Senior school portable computer 


television and VCR wal 
and a new sound system 


Chapel. Thank you t 


has assisted the Guild this yea 
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Never L 


Written by 
Music by 





David Baker 
Virginia Chu 
Adam Clark 
Sandy Gibson 
Farah Hack 

Robin Hurlow 
Tom Hutchison 
Jessi Langer 

Lisa McKeown 
Ben McPhee 
Samantha Newton 
Don Pyper 

Julia Rannala 
Sandy Scott 
‘Brian Tod Captain 
Eric Wynn 








“We'd never go hungry in Sudbury” “Hey! Snap out of it!” “Happy birthday, Misssster President . . .” 


100 


Vive Gee rgian 


ok Back 


Len Peterson 
Morris Sundin 





Big Boss 

Miss Farnsworth, Mrs Korobov 
Spiridon 

Bill, Immigration Officer 

Zlatica 

Teacher 

Chuck 

Joannie, Mrs Blintz 

Immigration Officer, Nurse 

charmer (Tourist, Bucket Shop Pete) 
Immigration Officer, Store Customer 
Idol, Ling Ho 

Sonya, Woman 

McBroom, Devon, Social Arbiter, 
Medico 

Rock Star Manager 

Pastor, Conductor 





“Signs, signs, everywhere are signs!” 








“You're not from around here, are you?’ 


This year’s Senior School play, Never 
Look Back, was a musical comedy with 
words and lyrics by Len Peterson and music 
by Morris Surdin. You may know Peterson's 
work from CBC radio and television. This is 
the second play by him that we have per 
formed at R.S.G.C.; several years ago we 
staged his Etienne Brule, an historical look 
at the ongoing animosity between Canada’s 
Native, French and English populations 

Never Look Back was written in 1962. It 
follows the Croatian Dapcevic family who 
leave a war-torn Yugoslavia to come to 
Canada. The parents, Sonya and Spiridon, 
settle in Sudbury and it is their daughter 
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Zlatica, 
new Canadian in Toronto at a time when 


who confronts the joys of being a 


multiculturalism was regarded as 
unpleasant reality and when last names 
often decided careers. Admittedly this 
would seem to be unlikely material f 
musical comedy; but then, this is very 
ironic and darkly satiric look at “T to the 
Good" that follows the Bre 

tion of using songs and nedy t reve 
how the most ‘unlikely f 

often becomes the reality that we 


and even cherist 
A special thanks to Mr 


Mr. Jamieson for thei: 
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Literature 


Walking Out to Find Myself 


The sky is grey 

as is the ground 

Yet in my mind 

a dim positive feeling 
Contentment, 

| suppose 


And in my memory 

an echo 

of all that | know 

Of all that | knew 

And all that | don't know 


My dog and | walk now 
| don't care which direction 
It doesn't matter now 
For the first time 

in so long 

nothing matters 

There is no proof 

to be given 

No bravery 

to be shown 

No necessity to 

be strong 

Beyond my own strength 


Reflection is curious thing 

It comes and goes with the steps 

| don't hear 

my own footsteps 

or even the sound of the cars that 
speed by 


Two month's fly by my eyes 

as | watch the traffic lights change 
| glance at the passing car's driver 
Whom does he have to blame? 


The rain continues its dance 
before my eyes 

The colour of lead 

Pouring to the rhythm 

of the lullabies in my head 


If mercy is a gift for those who make it 

how do so many live? 

My question is not yet answered 

The sky keeps darkening as | ponder my case 
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Old pictures taking up too much space 


Now the one-liners’ of this fall and before 
return to haunt me once more 

Lines of desperation, Arrogance, uncertainty 
Unable to trusting the consistency 

of my own shadow 


Now | begin to run as the memories 
take hold of my abdomen 

Each failure and sentence 

a spear through my stomach 


| run about a mile 

the pain has stopped 
and | am in luck 

It seems | have learned 
how not to care much 


The dog and | walk slower now 
Getting drenched to the bone 
As watch in my mind's eye 

the cold rain 

dissolve the last piles of snow 


If only that rain had been warm 
for then | would 

understand the need for 
flowing as a droplet rather than 
as an snowflake 


| want to reach Lawrence Plaza 
but | turn into a neighbourhood 
near a deserted public school 


For so long | have not been 
allowed to think 

What was assigned 

was my life 


Now | enter a neighbourhood 
to which | have never come 

| know | have lost my way 
and | don't care 

The world doesn't care 

so why should | 


The houses on street 
are close together 

It looks like a stage set 
or a Christmas fairy land 
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one knows of only in fairy tales 


| stare around 

wondering where | might be 

| haven't felt this calm 

since | turned fifteen 

| reach a small intersection 

No cars are around 

A girl walks by me now 

Our dogs converse 

We smile but say nothing 

It's nice to see someone's sincerity 


Twilight is now settling down 
as | descend a hill 

Not recognizing a thing 
Happy at this new thrill 


We reach another crossroad 
and | know where | am 
and maybe things haven't 
turned out so bad 


As | ascend the hill 
a church on my right 
| witness a beautiful sight 


The sky up ahead light blue 


Bum's View 


From down here, everything looks so fast. 

But inside it all seems so slow. 

Doors shut while men enter their lives 

Not knowing that they are being watched. 

Not knowing that they stand for nothing 

While | can't stand for anything. 

1am real. 

When | am cold, | know 

That | will freeze 

And when | yell, | know 

The only ones who hear me are the ones 

Who don't want to listen. 

| have no escape and | need no 

Leather jackets or Jaguars or alligator-skin loafers 
To tell me otherwise. 

While | stare into an empty cup | know where | am 
And when people pass me, they think they know where 
I've been. 

| have no way of catching up 

Because from down here, 

Everything looks so fast. 


Ben McPhee 


The clouds melt away as the sun sets 
The end of the day 

And tomorrow, 

there will be another 


| reach Bathurst 
and stop for a sec 
I'm whole again 
but never to be 
the same 


Slowly the muscles of mouth 
form a smile 
Haven't done this in while 


I've awoken from guillotine nightmare, 
and what a surprise 

My head is still on, 

the vision still present in my eyes 


And to life, | mutter, 
before | walk home, 
“You haven't succeed 
and I'm still here. 
Come at me now. 
I'm all yours, 

and you're all mine.” 


Michael Alguire 


On Venus in a Half-Shell: Imitating 
Sonnet XVIII 


She rises from the sea in a half-shell, 
Wearing only her long golden tresses; 
Zephyr, the wind, blows, with the roses smell. 
To speed Aphrodite to shore, where her dresses 
Wait in the hands of the eager nymph there 
Divine beauty rising from the green sea, 

The Olympian of love, laughter, 

Beauty and marriage are what she will be 
The perfect hair, visage sculpted as from 
Alabaster, marble; foam still cov'ring 

Her modestly. Skin reflecting some 

Of the newborn sun's rays: cherubs hov'ring 
O’er her. When Love's reborn, unrequited 
Lusts will be fulfilled, and all bliss righted 


Corcoran Conn-Grant 
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“Reverend Dr. Robert Walker Skating on 
Duddingston Loch" 


He glides on the pond with a skill that's breathtaking, 
A pretty good reverend, but better at skating. 


His hands he keeps folded in front of his chest, 
All decked out in black, one leg, it points west. 


Alone upon the Duddingston Loch, 
The Reverend Walker's abandoned his flock. 


His coming sermon he totally ignores, 
Instead he hears, “He shoots, he scores!” 


Or does he crave Olympic gold, 
His Lutz and Sowcow, sights to behold? 


But all of this is never shown, 
He skates at dawn, it's never known. 


Teague Russell 
One of Those Nights 


It was just one of those nights. The kind where nothing 
went right. Everyone has them, but Darien was having the 
feeling he had one too many. From his place on the black 
marble floor, he slowly peered around the corner. Sparks flew 
as the advancing guards fired quick bursts from their rifles. 
Darien snapped his head back and scrambled to his feet, 
darting down the hall and into a small room. He pulled his 
pistol and checked the clip. Four bullets left in it and it was 
his last clip. 

“Well that's just wonderful," he groaned. “Guess | can't 
shoot my way out. I’m running out of options here." 

“You should have thought of that before you screwed 
up,” Annie snorted through his headset. 

“Hey, you're supposed to be helping me here,” he 
growled, slamming the clip back into his pistol. “So either 
shut up and help me or just lift off now.” 

“Got it. Lifting off.” 

“Hey!” Darien cried out. 

“Alright, alright, I'll stay," Annie sighed. “Listen, if you 
want to make to the roof alive you're going to have to run 
like hell." 

“But there are only a couple guards left!" 

“There are going to be more. The police have been alert- 
ed by now so this place is going to be flooded with them 
soon.” 

Darien gritted his teeth. “Alright Annie. If | get caught, 
lift off and save yourself." 
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“Aw, Darien,” Annie laughed. “That's so sweet, but 
I'm way ahead of you. First sign of trouble and |'m dusting 
off.” 

“So where do | go from here?” he asked, looking 
around the tiny room. It was little more than a cubicle. A 
plastic plant in one corner next to a desk. The computer on 
the desk was off. Small mementos and personal items lay 
scattered on the desk; nothing of use, unfortunately. Annie 
was silent as she recalled the information onto her jet's 
onboard computer. 

“This place is a god damn maze, Darien,” Annie whis- 
tled. “Alright, you have about fifteen metres to the nearest 
exit, an express elevator to the ground floor.” 

“But the bottom floor is the first place the police will 
enter,” Darien finished grimly. 

“Right. So this is what you have to do. There's anoth- 
er elevator just down the west hall.” 

“There's a problem there," Darien grimaced. “| just 
came from that direction and its blocked off." 

“So get through,” Annie ordered flatly. 

Darien let out a long breath, shifting under the weight 
of his flak jacket. He was definitely having a bad night. His 
best friend Annie had been contracted to do this job, but 
he had convinced her to let him do it instead, for the expe- 
rience. Seemed like a bad choice at the moment. He 
pushed his hand through his raven black hair as he pre- 
pared himself. He had to time himself just right or he 
would definitely get a bullet in the gut. He pressed his ear 
to the door and waited, every muscle tensed. He caught 
the telltale tapping of boots on the marble floor outside 
and shoved the door open. The startled guards were bar- 
reled over as the young man knocked his way past them, 
skittering around the corner of the hall. Gunfire sparked 
behind him, taking chips out of the wall. Darien aimed his 
pistol, using one of his precious bullets to hit the elevator 
button. The doors swung open and Darien leapt in, shoot- 
ing back to his feet and hitting the button for the roof and 
closing the doors. He put his back to the chrome wall of 
the elevator as bullets dented the inside. Thankfully, the 
doors slid shut before the guards could reach him. Darien 
let out a relieved sigh and finally relaxed. 

“You in the elevator?” Annie asked across the inter- 
com. 

“Yeah," Darien gasped. 

“Stop it right now!" she barked. 

Darien punched the emergency stop button. “What's 
this all about?” he asked. 

“They can track the elevators and post guards where 
you get off,” Annie explained. “Drop any excess weight 
and get ready to climb.” 

Darien grudgingly dropped his flak jacket. He had 
hoped he would have been able to keep some level of pro- 
tection with him. 

“Well?” Annie asked. “You good and naked yet?” 

“Not now Annie,” Darien sighed. 

“Okay, climb out of the elevator,” Annie told him. “I'll 
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lead you from here on in.” 

Darien obediently clambered out on top of the eleva- 
tor, grabbing onto the ring ladder leading up the darkened 
shaft. Red emergency lights flashed, a signal that the silent 
alarm had been triggered. Darien had realized the alarm 
had gone off when a small group of guards had decided to 
shower him with lead. Darien had emptied his first clip 
before deciding to run. Down to three bullets on his spare, 
he was more than willing to listen to Annie's sarcastic 
remarks if it would get him out alive. 

"The first group of Enforcers just arrived,” Annie 
sighed. “Three cars, about eight cops, all military armed.” 

“All what?!” Darien cried out. He pushed the earpiece 
in harder. “Say again?" 

“You heard me,” said Annie. “The Enforcers are wear- 
ing body armor and carrying assault rifles. One guy is 
packing laser gear." 

“Shit.” Darien put his head against one of the rungs of 
the ladder. 

“Those shots you fired must have pissed them off or 
maybe it's what we stole." 

“It's a data heist!" Darien snapped. “What the fuck 
could be important enough to call out the military?!” 

“Something they don't want to see the light of day,” 
Annie replied softly. “All the more reason to get it out. We 
can up our payment for this beauty." 

“We ain't collecting that payment if | die,” Darien 
grunted, pulling himself up. 

“Right. So get yourself to the forty-seventh floor, it’s 
relatively quiet in there and you can use the service eleva- 
tor to reach the roof." 

“I'm on the twenty-fourth floor!" 

“So move faster.” 

“Any more surprises?” 

“Not yet, but stay aware. I’m cutting communication 
till you reach the floor." 

“Be there soon.” 

Darien grabbed onto the next rung and slowly ascend- 
ed, passing floor by floor. The red lights ceased, leaving 
Darien in near darkness. He paused for a moment. They 
were trying to stall him and perhaps get a lock on him. If 
all the lights were out in a windowless building, any nor- 
mal man would be blind. Darien strained, trying to activate 
the newly implanted chips right behind his retinas. Colour 
returned to his vision, the cool concrete of the shaft 
appearing as deep blue in infrared vision. He smiled grim- 
ly and continued upwards. He kept count of the floors he 
passed and finally stopped at the doors to the correct floor. 
He fumbled from side to side, probing the darkness for the 
manual release. His fingers closed around the lever and he 
pulled as hard as he could, the doors grudgingly separating 
with an angry whine. Darien winced, praying no one had 
heard the high pitched wail. 

He slithered out and came slowly to his feet, scanning 
the halls for residual heat. No one had been here for at 
least fifteen minutes, but that wasn’t saying much. He 


padded slowly along, managed to stay silent on the polished 
marble flooring. Annie had been right, this place was empty 

“t'm back,” Darien whispered. “They cut the power.” 

“Good thing | helped pay for those implants, huh?” 
Annie said softly. 

Darien smiled. “Thank you again.” 

“Alright, they won't be up for at least five minutes, 
maybe more. Stay low and keep your eyes low. If they 
restore light, you'll be blinded for a couple minutes. ” 

“Side-effects?” 

“Over saturating your vision with light.” 

“That's bad, | guess.” 

“Very bad. So move.” 

Darien slowly slipped between the cubicles on the level, 
fingering the trigger on his pistol and straining to hear more 
than his own breathing. He slowly moved towards the serv- 
ice elevator, speeding up as it came into view. All motion 
ceased as it chimed and the doors opened beams of light 
shooting from the soldiers’ flashlights. Darien froze like a 
deer caught in a truck's headlights before he deactivated the 
infrared and scrambled for cover. 

"Shit, shit, shit!” Darien said under his breath. He had 
seen three beams of light, but there were probably more sol- 
diers than that. 

“What did you do this time?” Annie sighed. 

“They're using the service elevator!” Darien whispered 
tersely. “No what do | do?” 

Annie paused. “I'm going to tell you to do something 
insane," Annie said simply. “You have to blow the service 
elevator." 

Darien stifled the loud retort and waited patiently for her 
to continue. 

“The Enforcers carry grenades. Get one alone, knock 
him out or kill him silently and toss a grenade into the eleva- 
tor. Use the confusion to make it to the stairs.” 

“Got it," Darien answered. “See you on the top.” 

“Good luck Darien." Annie's voice disappeared. He cast 
aside the earpiece and sub-vocal microphone; the guards 
would be searching for an electronic signature soon. The 
explosion would up the ante and they would be using lethal 
force so time was of the essence. He braced himself and 
slipped from shadow to shadow, tailing one guard without a 
flashlight. Without a noise, Darien slid the combat knife from 
the soldiers belt, flipped it in his hand and slammed it up 
through the base of the soldiers’ skull. He caught the falling 
corpse and laid it down gently to soften the noise. He took 
the grenade and the guard's rifle as an afterthought. He 
pulled the pin and hurled the grenade, bolting for the stairs 
as it left his grasp. 

“What the—?" a soldier began, hearing the hollow clink 
of the falling grenade. He didn't finish and was hurled into 
the air as the fireball expanded out of the empty chrome box 
Darien fired at the guards, strafing his fire as he crashed 
through the glass door into the stairwell. The explosion cov- 
ered the noise of his fire. He rolled to his feet and charged up 
the stairwell. Floor forty-eight, two short of the penthouse 
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and finally the roof. Forty-nine; although he was exhausted, 
he sped up, feeding his body on adrenalin alone. 

“Fifty! he crowed aloud and smashed through the 
penthouse door. The lights were on in the massive ballroom. 
It was lavish with huge marble columns gilded in gold, hand 
stitched red carpets on the floor, silver candelabras along the 
walls next to expensive paintings. Darien sucked in a violent 
breath as the realization struck him. He had just stumbled 
into a corporate party. No wonder the military had been 
pulled in, they thought he was some master assassin. He 
heard the milling people below and moved towards the edge 
of the balcony he stood on. They moved about in bewilder- 
ment and soldiers patrolled the bottom floor, keeping a close 
eye on the doors. The faint noise of classical music came 
from a small string section of in the back right corner. 

“There he is! the cry came from behind him. 

Without a second thought, Darien flung himself over the 
edge and towards the floor below. 

“Holy shit!" a soldier screamed before Darien planted 
both feet into the faceplate of his glossy black helmet, using 
the guard's head to soften the landing. Darien rebounded, 
flipping over several more guards as they opened fire. He 
dropped, absorbing the impact with his legs and springing 
forward, landing once more on the move. He threw his 
shoulder into the double doors leading to the roof as bullets 
trailed him. Elation filled him as he saw the final door, raising 
his rifle and blowing off the lock, flying out into the night. 
The elation that filled him drained in an instant as the famil- 
iar jet did not appear. 

“Annie!” he yelled. “God damn it!" 

The soldiers were stampeding up the stairs behind him. 


He spun and backpedaled, firing quick bursts into the 
approaching guards. Most fell before even getting a clear 
shot, but a few let out a furtive blast. Unfortunately, one 
such blast caught him in the leg. Fire screamed through his 
leg as blood flowed freely from the wounds. He cried out 
in pain and emptied the rest of the clip, casting aside his 
rifle and pulling the small pistol from his belt as he dragged 
his wounded leg backward. He fired once, twice, and his 
final bullet. His foot touched the edge and he dropped to 
his knees, out of fight. 

“Hit the deck!” a familiar voice yelled over a loud 
speaker. 

Darien flopped to his belly, a small smile spreading 
across his face as he heard Annie's miniguns rev to life. 

“Retreat!” came the horrified cry as the guns spat out 
a solid wall of bullets. The firing stopped and the smell of 
smoke from the miniguns’ barrels reached his nostrils. 

Darien shoved to his feet slowly. Annie's blood red jet 
pivoted in mid-air, the cargo hatch opening. 

“Jump!" Annie screamed. And he did, spending the 
rest of the energy to slap his hand onto the edge of the 
hatch. He pulled himself slowly inside, panting from 
exhaustion. 

“How you been, Darien?” Annie asked as she pulled 
away from the building and sped off into the maze of sky- 
scrapers. 

“Oh, fine,” he sighed, lying on his back and staring at 
the ceiling of the jet. “Just one of those nights | suppose.” 


Adam Donald 





Labour's Love Lost 


Imagine this: it is a brutally hot summer day around 
eleven o'clock in the morning. | am tired and weak, lying on 
my bed dreaming of cool lakes, lemonade and various other 
things. My father bursts into the room and asks me to help 
him finish a number of chores around the yard. He says that 
it will be fun to get outside and enjoy the weather, and that 
as | get into a rhythm I'll actually start to enjoy the work. | 
can't believe that my father is using this angle to persuade 
me to help him. Because, though | can't speak for all 
teenagers, it is quite clear that we get absolutely no enjoy- 
ment out of hard manual labour despite the end results 
which our parents commend. 

For those who live in houses, there are many manual 
tasks to perform throughout the day. They range from small 
tasks such as taking out the garbage or compost and clean- 
ing the counter tops to the time consuming rituals of cutting 
the grass and de-weeding the lawn. 

Let's look at taking out the garbage for example. This 
task is usually performed in the early morning before the 
garbage trucks have arrived. It is usually cold and | am typi- 
cally in my pyjamas, which in my case, consists of a 
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“Rainbow Fun" t-shirt, and “Batman 2000" cotton pyjama 
bottoms (Batman 2000 is your normal Batman wearing a 
‘high density, computer and climate controlled, laser-proof 
turbo suit'’,..... just so you know). Anyway, my point is that 
| look like a dork in the morning. Now you tell me what 
teenager would actually enjoy carrying a heavy garbage 
bag in freezing cold weather to the end of the driveway 
while showing everyone their choice of week-night 
evening wear? And what about the dreaded compost? 
Human beings were never meant to have an intimate rela- 
tionship with large amounts of rotting matter, and the time 
it takes to walk into the back yard with that rancid bucket 
of organic evil is much too intimate for my taste. It is clear 
to anyone who has ever performed the act that the trans- 
portation of garbage involves no delight in it at all. In fact, 
in 1997, Census Canada did a study on what menial tasks 
Canadians hated to perform. The top five included rewiring 
household appliances, making gelatin based foods, and 
transporting waste material. Why is it then, that parents 
still try to convince children that household chores such as 
waste transportation are enjoyable? 

Another example of the classic teenage chore is cutting 
the lawn. Most of the time, this task is performed in excru- 
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ciatingly hot weather, all by yourself. Backyards aren't usu- 
ally the safest places to hang about either. My yard is home 
to a tribe of unfriendly warrior pixies. Oh Yes! And let's not 
forget just how dangerous lawnmowers are. You are basi- 
cally pushing around a large spinning blade, a small engine 
and a surprisingly large tank of gasoline. Children are 
taught at an early age to avoid these three dangerous 
objects at all costs. All of a sudden, your parents have 
thrown you a machine that incorporates all of them into 
one heavy, roaring instrument of grass fatality. “Could you 
please cut the grass honey? Oh it isn’t that bad,... once you 
get into it, it will be fun.” Yeah, once | get into it, I’m going 
to lose some limbs. It is quite clear that there is no joy in 
cutting the lawn, especially when most of your energy is 
spent trying to save your own life. 

Where would we be without the wonderful garden 
weed? No matter how many times you cover your lawn 
with chemicals, they seem to sprout up again and again. 
Now, most children don't take an active part in caring 
about the state of their garden. | wouldn't mind a garden 
of five-foot-tall weeds at all. | could send small children 
into my back yard and re-enact scenes from the movie 
‘Children of the Corn”. But even though we don't care 
about the lawn, our parents seem to think it’s our respon- 
sibility to pull all the weeds out for them. They claim that 


it's good for us, and that we should feel obligated to help out 
once in a while. And yes, they say that once we get into it 
we will really enjoy ourselves. | can understand when people 
say that the best way to get a job done is to think positively 
about it and try to have fun, but I'm sorry. Kneeling on the 
grass, feeling dehydrated, and pulling out weeds while being 
attacked by warrior pixies is not a pleasant experience. There 
is absolutely no enjoyment involved. | could pull weeds at 
the Playboy mansion and I'd still hate it. These chores really 
are painful, but no delight comes from their labour 

Since we are approaching the new millennium, parents 
should stop bending the truth about chores. Chores are hor- 
rible. They are utterly soul destroying. If my parents simply 
stated: “Son, think of the most horrible thing we could ask 
you to do,... now go and do it ( and once completed, we'll 
throw in a new car),” then I'd have no problem with taking 
out the compost. It's the dishonesty they use that troubles 
me. So let's use proper parenting techniques and maybe hire 
a gardener. And just in case you run into garden variety war- 
rior pixies, spray them with WD-40. It coats their wings and 
they fall to the ground and die of dehydration. 


David Baker 





Self Torture: Hardship Pays Off 


For thousands of years man has raced forward, most of 
the time with one major goal in mind. Of course there 
were many smaller sub-goals that he has strived for, land- 
ing on the moon, creating the perfect steak sandwich and 
owning a zebra breeding farm in New Hampshire being 
among these. However, there was only one goal whose 
fulfillment was absolutely imperative to the survival of 
man, and he will usually stop at nothing to achieve that 
goal. Yes, it's true, no matter what he may tell you, man 
consists of three major parts, a one track mind which Is 
incapable of pursuing other avenues while in the pursuit of 
his one major goal and two other anatomical features 
unique to the male of the species. The mixes of these three 
components and the varying degree to which each affects 
his personality results in an individual with one specific 
need that he tries to fulfill in any way possible. Now this 
may sound simple enough but there is one catch. For rea- 
sons not known to science or any other form of rational 
thought, when man is in pursuit of his goal he will never be 
satisfied with an object that is easily attainable, or a goal 
too easily achieved. Instead he would rather overcome 
some form of adversity to achieve his goal. 

At first this theory may seem a bit preposterous. The 
concept that somebody would rather work to achieve 
something than be given it for free seems ridiculous to 
most teenage minds; however, it is actually quite evident 
and can be found in many areas of male life. It can be 


found in the way man feels about most of his possessions 
Take, for example, a child's toy. With anything that man has 
ever wanted, the ease with which he received it is an impor- 
tant factor in the length of time in which he will remain inter- 
ested in his new toy. Let's take, for example, “Happy Fun 
Toy." A young child waking down the aisle in a toy store with 
his parents may see “Happy Fun Toy" and decide that he 
wants it. If his mother or father decides that yes, little Johnny 
should have it because they've never denied him anything 
before and they're afraid that he'll throw a raging tantrum in 
the toy store which will leave them with ten times the cost of 
the toy in damages if they should say no, Johnny will take the 
toy home. Johnny will then play with it for a little while and 
get bored. Before the toy is even a week old it's usually 
buried at the bottom of the toy chest beside the Tickle Me 
Elmo and electronic pet. However, if little Johnny is denied 
the toy, after his parents pay the store for the damage he 
caused, he will realize that the only way for him to get it is to 
sell lemonade and rake the neighbor's lawn in order to make 
enough money to buy it. The toy will then become more 
valuable in his eyes and he will continue to play with it for 
long after his attention span would normally allow him 

For a man, getting the girl is the ultimate proof of his 
masculinity and therefore the ultimate object for him to 
attain. If he can get someone to actually find his character 
traits and physical appearance attractive he has won a great 
victory over all other men and, more importantly, mother 
nature. Therefore, when a guy is confronted with a girl who 
wants him as much, or more, than he wants her, he is usual- 
ly not as interested as he would be if she’d made a point of 
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telling him he looked like the elephant man on a bad day. 
Even when a person feels like he's experienced love at first 
sight, where everything he says and does meshes perfectly 
with what the girl says and does, if he has to work a bit hard- 
er, maybe to meet her parents’ expectations or her own 
expectations, he will appreciate the girl ten times more (not 
an exact number). 

Ten years after buying his Happy Fun Toy Little Johnny 
will no longer be so little and will come to realize that girls do 
not have cooties and will not infect him with a disease that 
causes his skin to break out in heart shaped spots if he even 
talks to one without pulling her hair. At this point Little 
Johnny, or John as he continually asks his mother to call him, 
will begin to pursue the affections of certain girls. At the 
start he will find that he’s confronted with two types of girls, 
girls he can have, and girls he can't. For some reason this dis- 
tinction between types of females never changes, there are 
always girls whom you can and can't have. Sometimes girls 
will change sides and one you couldn't have before becomes 
one you can, usually after you win the lottery, but you will 
never be able to have any girl you wish. Which is where the 
male dating problem kicks in. Johnny will soon find that while 
dating the girls he can have is fun for a while, he will con- 
stantly be dreaming about someone who makes him feel 
lower than a garter snake caught under a backhoe. Due to 
this, Johnny will become more and more dissatisfied with the 
relationship he’s in with Jane Girl Next Door, whom he's 


been with since the first day of grade nine because she was 
convenient, and will probably end it when Susie 
Cheerleader smiles at him, or the guy behind him, from 
across the schoolyard. He will then spend the next two 
months trying to convince Susie that it's cool to be the 
president of the Star Trek fan club for all of North America. 
If she eventually does come around and decide she can 
give him a chance Johnny is sure to appreciate her more 
than he did Jane, just because he had to work for Susie. 
In conclusion, the male mind has apparently not 
evolved from the days of the caveman. It is still the thrill 
of the hunt that controls most of our desires. Possibly this 
was developed as a survival instinct. If a caveman had just 
found an animal carcass lying around and tried to eat it he 
would have picked up some nasty form of bacteria. The 
possibility of fresh meat would have made him appreciate 
the hunt. This instinct has carried over into modern day; 
however, since we no longer need to hunt wooly mam- 
moths and saber tooth tigers for our meals, and it's hard to 
find anyone who has recently seen a slab of raw meat lying 
in the street, we have to transpose this instinct onto some 
other goal, like women, or lawnmowers. We cannot be 
truly happy with anything unless we have overcome some 
adversity, beat out the competition and can stand alone as 
shining examples of the male spirit of single-minded pur- 
Suit. 
Drew Czernik 





Human Lights in Dark Places 


There are times and places in human history so dark, so 
covered by shadows that we simply want to push them away, 
to avert our eyes and pretend they did not occur. The Spanish 
Inquisition. Slavery in the American South. The Holocaust. 
And the most recent of all these periods, South Africa during 
the Apartheid Era. South Africa was a country with a racial 
minority ruled absolutely by a different majority. There have 
always been far more blacks in South Africa then Whites, but 
under Apartheid it was the whites who ruled and ruled 
viciously. We are again looking at a situation in human histo- 
ry where the majority of people allowed the terrible racism 
and cruelty to continue. However, the situation is far more 
complex than that. It is true that the majority of the white 
population in South Africa were not active participants in the 
Apartheid government, nor did the majority take part in the 
huge racial slaughters, but most whites did keep black ser- 
vants in terrible conditions, and most whites did actively sup- 
port the Apartheid government. So, we are left unable to 
consider the average white citizen in South Africa at this time 
to be a “human being." 

We cannot be so condemning of the majority black pop- 
ulation for they were raised, bread to not see themselves as 
human beings. Can we blame someone for not seeing in her- 
self something that has never been shown to her? Even with 
that said, there were still the majority of people in South 
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Africa who could not actively better the situation. We are 
left searching for those few who could overcome their mul- 
titude of problems and shine through as a true human 
being. 

Fortunately for our souls it is not very hard to find one 
of these people, we just have to glance at any daily news- 
paper. Nelson Rolihlahla Mandela. This name is now 
engraved into the tablets of history as clear and deeply as 
those of Mahatma Gandhi, and Martin Luther King Jr. This 
man was beaten close to death many times, and still he did 
not hate. He was tortured and bullied into stopping his 
peaceful protests, and still he did not hate. He was put into 
jail by his white oppressors for twenty-seven years, and still 
he did not hate. In fact, when anyone searches in her mind 
and finds of picture of Mandela he is always smiling. This 
man is always smiling. Almost more then any other person 
in modern times we can call Mandela a true “human 
being" for not only did he not allow hate to enter his heart, 
but through peaceful means he also succeeded in achiev- 
ing what was his ultimate goal, true democratic general 
elections. In 1994 Nelson Mandela was elected, by a huge 
majority, the first president of the new South Africa. 

We are now left searching for one we can call a 
“human being” who is not of colour. We are left searching 
for someone who left her position of safety to stand up 
against what she saw as simply impossible. Someone who 
could not let the hatred happen around her. She as well is 
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not so hard to find. Go to the bookstore. Read the list of 
recent Nobel Prize winners for literature. There she will 
defiantly be. Nadine Gordimer, born and raised in South 
Africa. She saw the world around her as cruel and unbear- 
able, and she responded the only way she could, she 
picked up her pen and wrote. She wrote and wrote for 
decades, not stopping because of political pressures or 
because of fears for her safety. And she wrote well. She 
wrote so well that people could not help but notice her. 
Her writing hits you right in the stomach and doesn't stop. 
She could not accept the inequality that was the law of her 
world. Nadine Gordimer, winner of the Nobel Prize for 


Literature in 1991, a white Jewish woman, was a real human 
being in a place where they were very hard to find 

‘In a place where there are no human beings, be one.’ We 
like to forget about these places, or if not forget simply say 
that they could not happen now, or we would not let them 
happen now, or... But there have always been these places 
and South Africa, until so very recently, was one of them. It 
is why people like Nelson Mandela and Nadine Gordimer are 
really so important, because without them how could any of 
us find our own humanity? 


Alex Wolfson 





A Twist in the Tale 


| lived in what is not exactly a normal place. | lived in 
a small room in a good sized house. | lived and worked 
there. The place was so full of chairs and tables that it was 
almost impossible to move around. The little room that we 
lived in was neat and tidy, but there really wasn't much for 
it to be messy. The place was about as spartan as you can 
get. It had a bed and a table, and a couple of chairs. But 
for me and the man of the house, it was just fine. 
Assuming of course, that those stupid mice that we never 
seemed to catch weren't being too active that night. 

One day, after washing the plates and glasses, then 
putting the bottles back on the shelf, he went to bed early. 
There were usually lots of people stopping in, because we 
had a lot of friends and we were right in the middle of 
town. But not tonight. The weather had been unseason- 
ably bad for the holidays. Which was another reason for 
the lack of company: Christmas Shopping. | went to bed, 
but that stupid placard outside kept on hitting the wall, so 
| couldn't get any sleep, which was really annoying since | 
almost never got to go to bed early. 

Well, | must have gotten some sleep, because when | 
next noticed anything, it was the man of the house shak- 
ing me and telling me to get up. So | yawned, stretched 
and went into the kitchen. The usual breakfast was sitting 
there waiting, so | ate and got to work. | checked the 
mouse traps and emptied them. It seemed sort of cruel, 
the mousetraps that we use, but | guess the little devils 
have either got to leave or die. And since they won't leave, 
they've got to die. The day passed basically uneventfully 
until the crowd and George came in around five o'clock. 

George is really cute and really a nice guy. And he's 
sort of rich too which is always a good thing. Now, lately 
he's been involved with this Leanne woman, who's about 
as shallow and manipulating as you can get. Today Leanne 
came in on the arm of another less cute but more rich man. 
And then she was cruel enough to come over and give 
George a little kiss and walk away to her new man. And 
then when she was leaving she gave George this little 
wave goodbye. | wanted to run over there and claw her 
eyes out. But, then again, in my opinion it was her loss. 
And, if | played it right, possibly my gain. Now, | consider 


myself to be good looking, and | always stay meticulously 
clean, so | figured | had a chance. 

| went out from behind the bar and sat on the stool 
beside George. At first, he didn’t seem to notice me, but | 
wasn't going to be ignored. 

“Ahem,” | said, discreetly trying to sound uninterested 

“Oh, hello there,” he said. “I'd get you a drink, but | 
think that I'd probably drink myself into the gutter, and that 
wouldn't make much of a good impression now, would it?” 

| leaned on his leg, and gave him a look that said it was 
all right. We don't really seem to need words, George and | 
Gestures and looks seem to suffice. We went on like this 
until closing time, with little interruptions like the barkeep 
saying that | should get some work done, and George order- 
ing a little meal while | worked. Once it was closing time, ! 
got up from the stool as George left, and followed him out 
| followed him back to his house at a distance. As he was 
fumbling for his keys, | closed the distance. And as he turned 
the lock and entered | made a little noise that made him turn 
around, 

“Hello again. It's getting kind of late and it’s going to 
start raining soon, so would you like to come in?” 

| nodded and entered his house. George got me a drink 
and a small meal, and headed upstairs after about half an 
hour. | followed him up. 

“Good night," he said. “Sleep anywhere you want to.” 

So, of course, | chose the other side of his bed. Now, | 
know what you're thinking, but no, it doesn’t get X-rated 
from here on in. We just slept through the night. | woke up 
to the sound of George's alarm clock. | wanted to go over 
and smash it to the ground, but | didn’t want to step on 
George, so | left it. | must have gone back to sleep, because 
| woke up to George kneading my back and saying, “Wake 
up, sleepy. I've made you breakfast, and it's downstairs on 
the table. | gave you milk instead of juice because | didn't 
think that you would like juice. Now I've got to go to work, 
but I'll be back in a couple of hours, so make yourself at 
home.” 

| looked up at him, and rolled on to my stomach. He 
gave my back a caress that felt really good. My tail started 
twitching. It's a myth that cats only twitch their tails when 
they are angry 


Greg Robinson 
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My Own Agatha Christie 


It was June the birds were singing, the flowers blooming 
and the air was perfectly still, but dam was it hot. | come 
from Canada and live in Moose River, Ontario where | used 
to own a radio station. In Moose River you call 10°C summer 
and -30°C winter. Here on Rum Cay, a small Island in the 
Bahamas, they call 35°C Summer and | can't believe what 
their idea of winter is. | was on that Island because | had just 
sold my radio station for two point eight million dollars and 
lets just say | was very happy with this deal and decided | 
needed a vacation. | was staying with 10 other people at the 
Ocean Breeze Inn which along with a small shopping mart 
and boat rental were the only things on the island. | have 
never liked busy vacation spots with all the tourists bustling 
around. When | have a vacation. | like just to relax 
and Rum Cay looked ideal. 
| was relaxing on a patio chair soaking up the sun watching 
two couples play tennis when the bell for dinner rang. | got 
up and went into the dining room. The first course was 
shrimp mousse, followed by a filet of sole and then crackers 
and cheese for dessert. | sat down at one of the two tables 
that seats five and the two couples that | had seen earlier sat 
down with me. They introduced themselves as John and 
Laura Halloway who were newlyweds honeymooning with 
their good friends Christopher and Anna Goodwall who had 
been married a year earlier. Anna was a beautiful woman 
in her mid 20's with long brown hair and a slim figure; her 
husband looked not much older and in great shape. During 
our conversations | learned that he was a successful entre- 
preneur who owned 3 coal mines, 2 factories, and a travel 
agency. Their friends the Goodwalls where a little out of 
shape but still a good looking couple. Christopher was an 
investment banker and looked like he was good at his job 
because of his perfect hair and Georgio Armani suit. They 
were a very chatty couple and by the end of dinner | was 
exhausted and went up to bed after declining an invitation to 
discuss politics over brandy with the men. 

The next morning after a very good night's sleep | went 
down to breakfast and sat at the other table hoping to social- 
ize with the other group. The first person that sat down was 
a very good-looking young man wearing a smart suit with 
neatly cropped hair and dark brown eyes. We chatted for a 
bit and he said that he was a communications consultant and 
worked in L.A. and that is name was Dean Gates. The next 
person to enter was a beautiful young lady of about 25 
wearing a flowing flowered dress. She sat down at our table 
abruptly and seemed to be in a foul mood. Moments later an 
elderly gentleman came into the dining room in the same 
manner and sat at the other table. The room was quiet for a 
while but then resumed its normal noise level. The last peo- 
ple to come to the table were an elderly lady dressed in a 
fashionable manner who looked as if she had aged very well 
and what looked like her young maid who helped her into 
the chair. She looked as though she could afford to live at the 
Inn and | tried to strike up a conversation. After we had 
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talked for a while, she confided that she was the widow of 
a very wealthy newspaper baron. 

A few minutes later the first course arrived: fruit and 
croissants. | was still talking to the wealthy widow whose 
name was Margaret Koontz, when Mr. Gates who must 
have had a cold because he had been sniffling for a while 
during breakfast excused himself saying he had to visit the 
WC. As Mrs. Koontz and | continued the conversation 
about the influence of the media on society, the beautiful 
young lady who had been sitting quietly, stood up abrupt- 
ly and walked out of the dining room. When she left, the 
man who had followed her in at the start of the meal got 
up and excused himself politely and walked after her. The 
room was quiet for a few seconds and then continued at 
the normal noise level. Suddenly we could hear the man 
yelling at who we thought was the young lady and this 
continued for about five minutes and then the yelling sub- 
sided into a low voice. None of us could make out what 
was being said nor being yelled earlier. After a few min- 
utes of low talking they both entered the dining room 
silently, apologized and sat down. Breakfast ended and | 
went up to my room to lie down for a while and read my 
book. | had just gone to sleep when | was awoken by a 
bustle downstairs. | put on my clothes and went to inves- 
tigate. When | got downstairs all the hotel guests were in 
the lobby talking to each other. | went up to Mr. Goodwall 
and asked him what all the fuss was about, he told me that 
when Mrs. Koontz went up to her room after breakfast she 
discovered her jewelry box open and all her precious jew- 
elry gone, also that Mr. Gates was missing and no one 
knew where he was. | was about to ask him whether the 
police had come yet but reminded myself that we were on 
an island with no police. | went up to Mrs. Koontz's room 
and found it just as he had said. | thought it is obvious that 
Mr. Gates is the thief but then remembered all the Agatha 
Christies that | had read and figured no, that couldn't be 
the case, there must be something else. |! went outside 
and looked all around the house searching for clues. When 
| got under the window of Ms. Koontz's room | noticed 
that the window was open. | searched around on the 
ground and when | was just about to move on | noticed a 
faint glint from a piece of dirt a couple feet away from the 
house. | walked towards it and found a pearl earring on the 
ground | looked around it and found a ruby ring and when 
| looked around the ruby ring | saw a small burrow under- 
neath an oak tree. | walked over to it and what do | find, 
but all of the jewelry missing as well as the cufflinks | had 
lost on the first day. Well | guess some one could have hid 
them here to collect them later but when | looked harder | 
could see pack rat droppings in the burrow and some other 
shiny objects. Well it just goes to show that not all myster- 
ies are an Agatha Christie, and life went along normally at 
the Inn at Rum Cay for the rest of my holiday. But what of 
Mr. Gates you may ask? Well he was suffering an extreme 
case of constipation and no one had bothered to check the 
washroom. 

Peter McGrath 
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The Flood 


Lou was bent under the twisted metal of the hanging 
maze of pipes, attempting to repair the insistent dripping 
of bath water. His breath heaved under the weight of his 
massive gut and the pressure of the dark purple suspenders 
that tried in vain to support the droopy worn-in jeans. Lou 
wiped the sweat from his brow and set to work. A bang 
with the wrench, a twist to the connector valve, equalizes 
the water flow, sigh, bang, twist, sigh. As Lou bent to 
retrieve his hammer, he knocked his head on the edge the 
table, causing his gray, metal toolbox to clatter to the floor. 
He closed his eyes and rubbed the welt swelling under his 
shaggy brown hair. 

Opening his eyes, Lou realized he wasn't in the 
Johnson's basement anymore. Open sky and lush vegeta- 
tion striking against the blue and white had replaced the 
pipes. But as his eyes lowered from the sky, he noticed the 
rage and evil that had taken over the land. People dressed 
in foreign looking robes yelled and screamed in fits of 
anger. A small dog was kicked as it tried to cross the main 
path, a path, not even a road. 

“Where am |?" Lou wondered to himself as he scuffed 
the dirt with his boot. The people began to stare at him 
and point at his strange attire. Self-conscience and afraid, 
Lou wandered into a grove of cypress trees and sat down, 
weary from the spinning of his thoughts. Suddenly, he 
heard a rustle coming from the far side of a nearby bush. 
A man appeared robed in a pale blue cloth that seemed to 
reflect the colour of the sky. 

“| am sorry you had to endure the taunts of the village 
folk. They do not know the consequences of their actions. 
| can tell you are a stranger to these parts and | invite you 
to return with me to my home for a meal and lodgings. My 
name is Noah and God is with us. You will not come to 
harm when you are with me," the man. said. 
Understanding little except the offering of food, Lou 
heaved himself off the ground and stuck out his hand in a 
kindly gesture, grateful for the hospitality. Noah was star- 
tled by the aggressive thrust, but mirrored the action so as 
not to offend the man of great girth. 

“My name is Lou, nice to meet ya's,” he said heartily 
as he shook Noah'\'s hand. The two men, an odd couple if 
ever there was one, sauntered back to the house of Noah, 
exchanging stories about their callings in life and their pur- 
pose on earth. 

“Lou, | always knew that my life would be devoted to 
God and following his will. In fact, he spoke to me recent- 
ly and informed me to begin construction on a massive ark 
that will save the human race from annihilation. My fami- 
ly and | will be the only remaining humans left on this 
Great Earth when His Plan comes to fruition.” 

“Well, I've never done anything that big, but | did save 
the Johnson's pool, single handedly mind you, from crack- 
ing this past winter. | put two whole gallons of antifreeze 
in them there pipes and they stayed good as new through 
-35 weather! | always knew that | would be a plumber. My 
dad was one, his daddy, and his daddy before him. Family 


business, don't cha know. I'm hoping my son will take it on 
Can't stop tradition!” 

“Exactly my point, Lou, and if this wooden boat isn't fin- 
ished by tomorrow, | am afraid there will be an end to every- 
thing, even tradition will cease to exist! The tide water may 
just sweep us up along with it! Sometimes it seems that God 
asks the impossible.” Noah hung his head and his shoulder 
began to slump under the weight of his burden. The fate of 
the entire human race depended on him 

“Water troubles, eh? Well, let's just see about that 
Lou's voice trailed off and his brain began to whorl. “Why 
don't you let me handle this one, Noah?" Lou convinced 
Noah to collect for him the thickest, strongest wood in all the 
land and to construct a ladder, each rung a foot apart. The 
ladder grew under the supervision from Lou's watchful eye 
and quickly reached above even the tallest trees. As the first 
sprinklings of rain began to fall, the top of the ladder was just 
beginning to scrape the bottom edges of the clouds 

“That's where your trouble is, up there, and | plan to be 
the man to repair it,” Lou stated as he hiked up his trousers 
and adjusted his suspenders. With his eyes fixed on the sky, 
Lou began his journey up the ladder, rung by rung. Noah 
crossed his fingers and prayed to God that He be on his side 
Even the animals held their breath in anticipation. Everything 
depended on Lou. 

As the air became thinner, Lou huffed and puffed his 
way higher and higher into the mist of the clouds. The rain 
became heavier and his accession towards the sky grew slow 
and laboured. His matted brown hair stuck to his head and 
his boots filled with water. Lou closed his eyes against the 
rain and climbed on, knowing that this was probably the 
most important thing he had ever done in his whole entire 
life. When he again opened his eyes, he saw before him a 
huge valve with pipes of all shapes and sizes scurrying above 
the clouds in all directions. 

“These must be the rain pipes. | know what to do!" Lou 
sputtered through his grin. Quickly and with the skill of gen- 
erations of plumbers, Lou pulled out a Stillson wrench and 
twisted the valve shut, cutting off the raging water. Lou 
wiped his hands on his jeans and smiled the biggest smile he 
had ever smiled before in his life. He began to climb back 
towards the land below where Noah and his family and even 
the village folk stood, with water up to their ankles, staring 
at the heavens. Having no purpose, the clouds dried up to 
fluffy white sponges that dotted the sky in a very non-threat- 
ening way. A ray of light caught the back of Lou’s head, cast- 
ing an ethereal glow him. The crowd was silent as he 
plunged his feet into the puddles that scattered the ground 

“Well, | better be on my way, and uh, don't you worry 
about the charge, this one is on the house.” Lou walked back 
towards the clump of cypress trees and breathed heavily as 
he shut his eyes against the glare of the sunlight reflecting off 
the water. When he opened his eyes again he was back in the 
Johnson's basement. He blinked twice before rushing up the 
stairs to see what was there 


Nicholas Cragg 
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Funny, Huh? 


“Com'on, Charlie, let's go!” 

Standing on a bench, the small-framed Charlie Whitten 
peered over the tall, black fence of the Richmond Town 
Cemetery. He saw his friends John and Clarke crouched 
behind a large memorial dedicated to the mid-nineteenth 
century Quaker founder of the town, Thomas Richmond. It 
was pitch black out and the full moon's ghostly rays shone 
down on the graveyard, giving it an eerie glow. It was 
Sunday, the twenty-fourth of October and a week to 
Halloween. 

Charlie took a deep breath of cold, crisp autumn air and 
pushed himself up and over the fence. Charlie felt a sudden 
coldness as he landed on the well-groomed grass of the 
graveyard. 

The three boys were planning to stomp, kick, and deface 
as many of the graves as possible. They hoped to take 
revenge on the cemetery's keeper, Ray Crangle, a seventy- 
three year old grouch, who yelled at all of the kids of the 
town whenever they came near the cemetery. 

“Let's mess this place up a little bit,” the light-haired, 
blue-eyed Clarke ordered. 

The three boys went off in different directions to create 
havoc. Charlie wandered off to what seemed to be the 
slightly older part of the cemetery. He began to stomp on 
some of the graves, displacing dirt and ripping apart the 
flowers placed there by relatives. He could hear the high- 
pitch laugh of John in the distance. 

Charlie, not the bravest of the trio, was a little bit scared 
by the tired, dark cemetery. Out of the corner of his eye, 
John noticed a tombstone seemingly more luminous than the 
rest, about 40 feet in front of him. John wandered over, 
never removing his eyes from it. It looked fairly old, dirty and 
chipped. “Alexander Johnson 
1878-1957" it read. 

“Wow, this guy must have really cheap relatives,” 
Charlie thought to himself. 

He pulled out a small canister of red spray paint and 
sprayed the words, “FUNNY HUH, RAY?" 

He stepped off to the side of the grave and observed the 
place where he had stood, the two footprints showed the 
treads of his white Nike sneakers. 

“Let's get out of here,” Clarke's voice echoed in the dis- 
tance. 

Charlie ran off to meet his friends. 

After saying goodbye to his partners in crime, Charlie ran 
the half mile to his small one storey house on Maple Street. 
He snuck in through his window to avoid waking his parents. 
Charlie undressed and slipped under his covers. 

Two hours later Charlie was suddenly awakened by the 
sound of his squeaky rocking chair, rocking back and forth. A 
white, hazy figure sat there, wrapped in a dirty, raggety 
1950's style suit. He held the exact same tombstone Charlie 
had stood in front of and spray painted, a few hours before. 
However, the tombstone was blank except for a freshly 
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etched in “C" on the far left side of the gray stone. There 
was no red spray paint, no faded tombstone writing, noth- 
ing but gray, worn-downed stone and a “C." 

The figure stood up and walked out the bedroom door 
and vanished into the dark hallway. A cold draft through 
the many open windows in the house caused the door to 
slam behind the pale figure. 

Charlie rushed into the hallway to see where the man 
had gone. He found nothing but darkness. 

The next day, Charlie arose to the smell of bacon fry- 
ing on the stove. He quickly dressed and headed into the 
kitchen. He poked at a plate of bacon and eggs, still trou- 
bled by the events of the previous night. 

“Not hungry?” Charlie's mom asked. 

“No, not really. | think I'll just go to school now,” 
Charlie responded. 

All day at school Charlie couldn't stop thinking of the 
pale man who had been sitting in the rocking chair in his 
room. Charlie refused the offer put forward to him by John 
and Clarke to go to the arcade after school. 

When Charlie got home, he found a note left by his 
mother and father saying that they would be out for the 
night. 

“Ah, crap," Charlie thought to himself, “now | have to 
look after Mikey." Referring to his five year old brother. 

Charlie headed to the kitchen to make macaroni and 
cheese for dinner. 

After supper Charlie and his brother watched televi- 
sion to 10 pm, Mikey's bed time. Charlie walked him up 
to his bed and tucked him in. He then descended back 
down to the kitchen. As he walked through the doorway, 
a sudden chill entered his body. His 
eyes fixed on a pale white figure standing in the corner of 
the kitchen, next to the knife rack. A ghostly hand picked 
up a large butcher's knife and reached out to hand it to 
Charlie. The ghost's presents seemed to overtake Charlie. 
He grabbed the knife and headed upstairs to his brother's 
room. He walked slowly to his little brother's bed. Charlie 
raised the knife and prepared to stab. The ghost encour- 
aged him from the dark hallway, “Do it, Charlie. Do it!" 

All of a sudden a light in the hallway went on and the 
ghost disappeared. Charlie dropped the knife and ran into 
the hallway to greet his parents. 

“Everything alright, son?" Charlie's dad questioned. 

“Ya, | just put Mikey to bed. | think | am going to do 
the same," Charlie replied, hiding the knife under his shirt. 

His parents turned into their bedroom and closed the 
door. Charlie peered back into his little brother's room and 
in one dark corner a hazy picture of a tombstone with the 
letters “CH" floated slightly above the ground. 

For the rest of the week Charlie left the lights on in his 
room and did not enter any room that wasn't sufficiently 
lit. 

The ghostly presence did not leave Charlie, though. 
Often walking home from school, an eerie feeling would 
enter Charlie's body. This feeling often caused urges to 
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jump in front of cars. It made him want to injure the many 
house pets that were allowed to wander freely through the 
small Virginian town. 

At night, Charlie would wake, covered in a cold sweat. 
A freezing draft would come in through windows that 
Charlie was sure that he had shut. 

When asleep, dreams of horrid car crashes would enter 
his mind. The pale ghostly man would be driving, a tomb- 
stone would be in the passenger's seat. 

He would often feel like someone was watching him, 
day and night. 

Charlie would often cry out, “Who are you? What do 
you want?” 

No answer would come back. 


It was Sunday evening, the thirty-first of October. 
Charlie, John, and Clark were getting ready to head out for 
the Halloween festivities. 

“Eggs?” 

“Seven dozen,” Clarke replied to John's query. 

“Toilet paper?” 

“Ten rolls.” 

“Garbage bags?” 

“Plenty of ‘em." 

The three boys smiled at each other as they left John's 
house, with all battle supplies. 

They walked down to Ridge Hill Avenue, a dark street 
where few people would be around to stop their fun. They 
launched egg after egg at the houses and at passing cars, 
papered the trees, and stole the Halloween ornaments that 
decorated the fronts of the houses. 


“Hey John, come with me, | want to get the back win- 
dows of this house. Charlie, you stay here and keep guard.” 

The two boys raced away to the back of the house, leav- 
ing Charlie sitting on the curb 

Out of the corner of his eye, Charlie saw a ghostly 
1940's style car approach from the other end of the street 
The pale man Charlie had seen nearly a week before was 
driving the car and in the passenger seat, a weathered tomb- 
stone sat, with the word “CHARLIE” printed on it 

Charlie froze for a second then made a dash for the 
bright lights of Main Street. He ran, legs pumping and heart 
pounding, around the corner onto Virginia Avenue. He 
looked behind him and saw that the car wasn't there 

“Just one more block to Main Street,” he mumbled to 
himself. 

Charlie made a right turn onto Main Street. He could 
see the bright lights of the center of the town 

Then disaster struck. The ghost car was heading straight 
for him. Charlie turned around and headed straight back the 
other way, the direction of the cemetery. 

As he approached the graveyard, the ghost car sped up, 
making it impossible to make a turn, his only chance was to 
jump the locked gate of the cemetery before the car hit him 
Charlie gave his last little spurt of energy to the climbing of 
the fence. He climbed with all his remaining energy and 
leaped down to the soft grass. 


The next day, Ray Crangle was surprised to find a fresh- 
ly dug grave. The tombstone read, “FUNNY HUH, CHAR- 
LIE?" 

Cameron Alguire 
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Endeavour 22 


It was a cold day at the space centre. The wind and 
snow of northern Russia had taken its toll on the few peo- 
ple that were working there, at a remote station. They had 
all been there for four years now, as part of their job. Most 
of them worked for the largest space exploration company 
in the world. They were there as part of the Endeavour 
missions, to Mars. 

The maned mission to Mars had been a long time 
coming. The former leader in space missions, NASA, had 
failed several times to put spacecrafts on the red planet. 
During the period of 2001-2007, NASA sent up 27 failed 
missions to Mars, costing billions of dollars for the US gov- 
ernment and various investors. In 2007, a group of scien- 
tists and researchers decided to create a new and better 
space agency. Soon, with the help of Russia and Germany, 
the space agency became gigantic and rivalled NASA. By 
the year 2012, the new organization, called the 
International Space Exploration Centre (ISEC) had replaced 
the old NASA and began its work on its ultimate goal. This 
goal was soon to be realized with the Endeavour missions. 

What these missions were exactly, is a chain of 22 out- 


posts between the earth and mars that would refuel one 
large spacecraft that would carry the maned mission. Over 
the past couple of years, the shuttles Endeavour 1 through 
Endeavour 21 have successfully been launched and put into 
position. The crew in Russia were now preparing for the 
launch of the final link between the earth and its closest plan- 
et. 

“Twenty-seven hours till liftoff,” bellowed the large 
announcer referring to the clock that displayed -27:00.00 

“Alright, close it up for tonight. Johnson and McHenry 
are commanding the night shift. | need everybody here at 
5:00 am tomorrow,” the Mission Control Commander Ed 
Stancy commanded. He was an important part in the entire 
organization and had been with ISEC since the beginning 

Another important part in the missions to Mars was 
James Berkly. He was the Captain of the Endeavour 22 mis- 
sion. He called his family who were back in the US to say 
good buy before his mission. He would blast off in just a few 
hours. Little did he realize that the mission that was sup- 
posed to be his most glorious and monumental would end up 
as his last. 


3...2...1...liftoff. With that the giant rockets of the shut- 





The Gee rgtan 


3) 


tle came to life in an explosion of fire and gas. It contained 
Captain Berkly and his crew. 

“Liftoff affirmative. Endeavour you are cleared for your 
mission to Mars. Good luck," said mission control. 

Through the cockpit window, Captain Berkly could see 
the atmosphere getting closer and closer until, in a matter of 
seconds, it disappeared to reveal the large vastness of space. 
He had done it many times before but it never stoped amaz- 
ing him. He told the pilot to head for a geostationary orbit 
and ordered his communications officer to contact mission 
control. There flight plan was to first orbit the earth so as to 
propel them into space and toward their first meeting point 
with the station Endeavour 6 which had been launched near- 
ly a year ago. There they would refuel, head towards 
Endeavour 15, refuel again and go straight for their position 
in the chain towards the distant planet. 

“Is everything OK up there Endeavour,” Stancy's voice 
rang through the communications speaker. “We detected a 
small discharge of a liquid substance as you went upward. 
How is your fuel gage?” 

Berkly glanced at a screen labelled “Fuel” and saw the 
number 96.76% beside the “Fuel Remaining” section. 

“Fuel looks good. Water and food supply alright, “Berkly 
said as he glanced at another screen, “All storage tanks are 
at there correct levels.” 

“That's good," replied mission control, “Keep us 
informed as to your situation. Over and out." 

Berkly then commanded his crew to inform him of when 
they were ready to begin the launch into deep space. He 
then floated away to the sleeping chambers. He had his din- 
ner and he wrote a letter to his family before he fell asleep. 


* * * 


Berkly awoke to a small beeping. His intercom was 
flashing telling him he was needed in the cockpit. He got out 
of his sleeping bag and pushed himself into the cockpit 
where his pilot and operations officer were staring at the sys- 
tems control screen, which was directly below the main win- 
dow. His science officer approached him to tell him of their 
progress. 

“We have cleared the earth's orbit and are preparing to 
begin the launch Captain,” he said. 

“Excellent,” replied Berkly, “inform mission control we 
are about to launch towards Endeavour 6. | am going to 
clean up in the cabin, don't make the launch without me." 

The communications officer then contacted mission con- 
trol, “We are about to increase our velocity control." 

“Current Status Endeavour,” replied Stancy who was still 
up after 26 hours of the shuttles mission. 

The Endeavour crew member responded to Stancy's 
request, “Operating normally. Water levels are at 99.6% 
full. Food at full capacity. Fuel at 91.76%. We're in excel- 
lent shape control. Requesting launch authorisation." 

“Confirmed Endeavour 22," replied the earth base. 

“We're confirmed for the jump Captain," said the oper- 
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ations officer as the Captain re- entered the room. The 
Captain gave a quick nod with his head and a forward 
motion with his hand. With that the Ops officer launched 
the space craft with his countdown, 
“Three...two...one...launch." 

The shuttle leaped to life and the entire crew was 
pulled back into their seats. The sudden increase in speed 
caught some officers of guard and they fell out of their 
chairs and lay against the back wall of the cockpit. Just 
then there was a massive sound that came from the rear of 
the shuttle. A load, deafening bang that caused everyone 
to cover their ears in pain from the noise. Following the 
noise, the shuttle was thrust upward and to the right and 
it began to spiral. Instruments and people began flying 
about pushed by the G-force of the shuttles ever continu- 
ing spiral. Three men fell unconscious leaving there bod- 
ies as hazards to others in there way. Finally, with another 
sudden bang from the rear of the shuttle, the space vehi- 
cle drifted to a halt. 

“Damage report,” commanded Berkly who was 
sprawled out on the floor in a corner. 

The operations officer got up and stared at the system 
control screen. With a grim look on his face he respond- 
ed, “Water-96.74%, Food and Storage-94.84%, Fuel,” 
the officer paused, "2.26%" 

“What about the crew,” inquired Berkly. 

“Four injured, six dead,"replied a crew member who 
was supposed to serve as a science assistant but who was 
acting as a doctor tending to people wounds. Berkly shud- 
dered as he heard the response he was dreading. 

“Sir,” continued the operations officer, “We cannot 
contact mission control. Our maps are useless, we were 
not supposed to go this far out of our way.” 

“How far out of our way are we." demanded Berkly. 

The officer took a long look at his instrumentation 
before responding, “Unknown.” 

The Captain thought to himself. His only hope of sur- 
vival was to either contact earth or locate an Endeavour 
station. But with so little fuel, if he went in the wrong 
direction he and his crew would be doomed for a cold griz- 
zly death in space. But what other choice was their? 

He got up and took a look out the window. “See that 
bright star there.” said the captain, “is it possible that is 
Jupiter?” 

“It most probably is sir,"replied one of his officers. 

“If that's Jupiter...than that must be Mars,” he said 
pointing to the bottom of the window and to the right a 
little. If we can thrust ourselves 25 degrees by 37 degrees 
by 97 degrees, we should end up close to Endeavour 9." 
The captain could hardly trust himself. The look on the 
crew was mixed. Some looked scared, others just unsure. 
But the Captain was relying on those who looked profes- 
sional. He had to take a risk or face death. He had made 
up his mind, no turning back. 

“Helmsman," Berkly ordered with as much confidence 
as possible, “Bring to those coordinates and thrust us 
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toward Endeavour 9." The pilot did as he ordered. It 
would be a long time before they would reach their desti- 
nation. 


* * * 


0.79%, read the fuel gage. The captain sat in his 
cabin. He was tense. He was nervous. It had been hours 
ago that he had ordered the course change. Nothing. Not 
a single landmark that could justify them being on the right 
track. He was about to give up when he heard screaming 
from the cockpit. Berkly rushed to see what was the mat- 
ter. To his surprise. His crew was screaming screams of 
joy. He was puzzled and was about to silence his crew for 
their ridiculous cries. That is, until he looked out the win- 
dow and saw for himself. Floating not more than a kilo- 
metre away was Endeavour 9. The crew was so excited. 


They still could not communicate with the station but they 
were preparing to dock 

But meanwhile on Endeavour 9. The cries were not as 
happy. Sirens bellowed as the Commander of Endeavour 9 
looked at the systems surveillance screen. WARNING FUEL 
LEEK the screen said. 

The crew of Endeavour 22 drew into the docking bay, 
not hearing the constant cries on the intercom from 
Endeavour 9. _ The space crafts drew close. 22 shifted to 
meet up with the docking bay doors. There was a small 
creek of metal on metal. Finally, a spark flew up and touched 
the Endeavour 22 spacecraft. 

There was a third big bang. This time everyone was 
silenced. 


Ryan Cookson 





Corruption 


My country is definitely falling apart. There are lies 
everywhere. | don't understand it, the government thinks 
it has power but how much power could it have if it is 
scared to let the people of China know what's happening 
in it. Since the Cultural Revolution a few years ago every- 
thing has been fake. They can't admit that they are mas- 
sacring student revolutionaries, or that the country Is in 
drought. | think they have come to believe their own lies. 
In my opinion the country is weaker than any others are. 
It doesn't matter what size their army is. The corruption of 
the stories they're telling themselves and the people is 
worse than having no army at all. | am beginning to think 
that people's thoughts will soon be banned if not thought 
the way the government tells them to. Also f what job you 
have, where you live and what you eat are all in the gov- 
ernments hand, and that's scary. 

| am now thinking as | am lying on my unlit Kang in 
my drafty jail sell. | am thinking about how happy | am to 
be here away from the corruption of lies. It is cold here and 
dark and unlit but | don't mind. | like the independence 
about it. | get up and wobble to my shelf where | get a 
small pen and a dirty sheet of paper. 

| was a student at the Shanghai Medical University. 
And | was a revolutionary. | did not believe in communism. 
| would have rather eat leaves and beg on the streets of 
Shanghai and gone mad with starvation than to be the 
puppet of the government. It wasn't uncommon to be a 
revolutionary for a student but | was a leader. | had often 
been asked by the government to stop and they even told 
me that there could be serious repercussions. But | would- 
n't let a lying government tell me what to do. It was on 
then twenty-first of June in nineteen sixty-eight that led 
me to my fate. 

My friends at university were very good with technol- 
ogy and | wasn't bad myself. | needed a way to let the peo- 


ple of Shanghai hear about the massacring of fifty students 
after putting up a flag of revolution. We figured up a way to 
connect a cable to the main radio- broadcasting antenna. We 
made sure that we would leave no trace of who did it so the 
officials couldn't find out. It was set to go on at the seven 
Successfully people got the radio broadcast and the govern- 
ment got into an outrage. They spent the next three months 
trying to find us but they couldn't. Our plan had worked we 
inspected every intellectual way we could have been tracked 
down. That was my first feeling taste of being a rebel 

The country was getting worse and worse they were 
starting to take away the identity cards of the people who 
were caught doing protesting or anything that supposedly 
threatened the governments authority. The identity cards 
give you food and food and jobs and entrance to cities. If 
you get them taken a way you will not be allowed to have 
any of those things. My best friend got his card taken away 
because he wouldn't march on the anniversary of commu- 
nism. He had no other choice than to become a thief. If he 
hadn't he would of starved. 


Not exaggerating, the government was molding us in 
their hands. If we were “too hard to mold” or being stub- 
born they would basically take away our right to live. To 
them this mold would turn us into a perfect citizen or realis- 
tically a person who does precisely everything they say. Well 
| wasn't going to let the Stalinists tell me how to live | need- 
ed another taste of being a rebel. 

| wanted to do something that even people with out 
radios could know about. | wanted to do something that 
would make the government serious. | wanted to make a 
stand saying that communism is getting nowhere. In Tian An 
Men Square they were about to put up a communist flag by 
the monument of Mao Tse-Tung. The prime minister was 
going to display the flag in front of millions and the tradition 
is everyone looks at it at the same time. | was going to go 
with my friends and switch the flag with a Cantonese one 
saying “down with communism!" 
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The plan worked perfectly and everyone saw it and the 
government thought it was an outrage. But they didn't know 
it was |. There was going to be a ample reward for the per- 
son who put up the flag. A year past and | graduated med- 
ical school and had a PHD in Endocrinology. But after bask- 
ing in my glory | realized what was the point of studying so 
hard for the PHD there was a good chance the government 
could change my profession. | realized that there was a 
chance that | would be forced to teach little optimistic chil- 
dren songs and chants of praising communism. | was madder 
than ever. 

| was in bed one night at one o'clock sleeping, when the 
phone rang. It was a man threatening to tell on me if | don't 
pay him ten thousand dollars. | didn't really know what he 
was talking about and anyway | couldn't have paid him the 
money. All throughout the next week he kept on calling me. 
Finally a week later a police officer came to my door and 
arrested me. 

| was charged for putting the message about the mas- 


sacre on the radio. My neighbour who saw the work in 
process told them. He was hoping for a reward but he was 
unsuccessful. | was charged for fifteen thousand dollars. 
And | paid my debt. A day later after my story being total- 
ly exaggerated was put on the television | was again 
charged but this time for the flag at the Mao Tse-Tung 
memorial. | was sentenced for life in prison. | thought they 
would have hung me but they put me in a cold cell to be 
laughed at until | die. 
| stop writing and move down to the brick wall of my 
cell. There's a loose brick, | take out the brick and proudly 
put my envelope in the hole which | created. | am proud 
not of what | wrote but of the embarrassed faces | will 
make the Chinese government have when other countries 
scold them after they find my letter. | go to bed and lie 
down and say to myself. | would rather be in here for eter- 
nity than become one of them. 
Nathaniel Wolfson 





Snow 


The snow flutters 
Out of the night sky 
Like confetti. 


Drifting through my garden 
Like a moonlit wedding 
Until the broom of Spring 
Sweeps it away. 


Robbie McLean 


The Gas Terror 


Since tonight 

| must patrol 

The dark trench, 
Disease-ridden 

| need not breathe 
The clouds of gas 
Coursing the 

Dark battlefield 


Erich Zimm 
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After “Mirror Lake” by Franklin Carmichael 


I'm on the edge 

Like always. 

The shadow moves 
Imitating me 

Angry! 

| scowl, and he scowls back. 
Why must he do this to me? 
He drove me to the edge. 
Me 

Why? Why? 

Why did | drive myself to the edge? 
At Mirror Lake. 


William Gunton 
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Lunar Sympathies 


The moon pokes its fearful head out 
Behind the dominant Sun. 


The newborn lamb pokes its head into 
The sea of life. 


A glistening rose pokes out its bud to shyly 
Greet the Spring. 


As the moon slowly tops the milky crest of soft blue mid- 
night, 

Depression, Disappointment, Insignificance. 

As the moon silently intrudes upon the shining radiant 
stars, 

Degeneration, Dejection, Shamefulness. 

As the flowering pride of the withering moon vanishes 
like the light, 

Afraid of the dominant Sun. 


The coal black mole retreats 
Into its underground haven. 


The somber bat retreats into its upside- 
Down resting-place. 


The final seed leaves the yellow-flower to begin its life 
anew. 


Jonathan Holtby 


Sonnet (inspired by Lawren Harris’ painting 
“Lake and Mountain") 


When life throws troubles at my face 
| close my eyes to dream 
Of a wondrous wintry place 
To let off some steam. 
Mountain peaks soar in blue sky, 
Not a sound disturbs my peace, 
No one there to question why 
| can frolic as | please. 
White heavenly clouds draw near 
Shallow safe waters run below 
There is not a thing to fear 
In this paradise of snow. 
All my worries fly away 
I'll be back another day. 


Sam Bailey 


“On Lake of Bays” 


On Lake of Bays the water flows 
Between the docks, row on row, 
That mark our cottage; and in the sky 
The loon still bravely, singing fly 
Scarce heard among the boaters cries 


We are the Cottagers. Short days ago 

We studied, we worked, heard teachers teach 
Passed, or failed, and now we relax 

On Lake of Bays. 


Pack up your car with all the kids: 

To you from sun-tanned hands we throw 
The bug spray, be yours to spray it on. 

If ye forget to put it on 

We shall not worry, for there are no bugs 
On Lake of Bays 


Christopher Hoad 


Cottage Life 


| remember that day when all was calm, 

all except the old Johnson Sea-Horse which tried to start, 
it strained, it pained but nothing happened 

no sudden roar of life, only quiet of death. 

That was the day we got greasy, grimy and wet. 
The engine was finally fixed, 

our hands covered in grease 

we pushed and shoved on the dock, 

| went in the water followed by him. 

We lay floating there exhausted 

until the bell rang calling us to dinner, 

we ran straight up, 

and were welcomed by warm fuzzy towels, 

the sign of a loving Mum. 


Jonathan Cliff 


That's All 


That's all | can see in my 

mind: pitch fork, white circle, Tucker's face 
Blurs of them just seem to come 

back and haunt me never ever 

leaving. What did | do to deserve 

this? Was | that bad? Why was 

Tucker so mad? Sure maybe | was 

bad. But | don't know what | did to make 
Tucker sink so low. 


Andrew Somerville 
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Valedictory Address 





Thank you Mr. Hannaford, Board of Governors, staff, fami- 
lies and fellow Graduates: 

I'd like to start off with a simple word ... Buffet... Earlier 
this year | thought the school was like a buffet because of the 
endless number of clubs, sports and activities it has to offer 
us, but now I'm thinking it’s more like TAKE OUT. Here let 
me explain...On second thought maybe | won't. Judging by 
the number of people who | think understood and could 
relate to my buffet analogy, it might not be such a good idea. 
Today I'd rather talk about something | think more of us can 
relate to: how much of a special place St. George's has been. 
| may be one of the few students for whom it took a long 
time to realize that | was in a wonderful place. It was actual- 
ly 18 months after | got here, while studying a unit on 
ancient Greece and the Olympic games in Mr. Love's grade 
10 History class when it hit me. My first ever dream in life 
was to be able to compete in the Olympics and there | was 
throwing the Styrofoam discus, riding in the cardboard char- 
iot race, and wrestling in the portable. | remember the final 
day's main event, a boxing match between Darcy Morris and 
myself where my classmates formed a circle around us and 
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just moments later... CRUNCH! | got hit and was sent fly- 
ing across the room. On the floor watching everybody 
cheering, | turned to Mr. Love expecting sympathy, but 
all | heard was “ Sir...Get up boy, you're in Winchester! 
Fight like a man and make us proud!” Lying there half- 
conscious | realized a couple of things; first of all, 
Darcy's shot was cheap because | wasn't ready, it's not 
smart to box with a Canadian Hockey player, but most 
importantly | learned that | was living my dream here at 
St. George's and competing in the Olympic games. It 
was a truly magical moment. Not because | could see 
stars swerving around my head from Darcy's cheap shot, 
but because for the first time | felt at home. | knew then 
that the school was special. It made my first dream come 
true and | had a black eye to prove it. | seem to have an 
affinity for black eyes. Black eyes seem to accompany 
many of the good things that have happened to me 
here, as many of you know. 

Thanks to teachers like Dr. Skalinski who coined 
the phrase, “Listen man, you break my test tube, | break 
your mark. You break my laser, | break you!", it wasn’t 
hard to learn how to pay attention, learn how to do 
things right the first time and be courteous when bor- 
rowing things from a friend. 

But before | get anymore of my favorite teachers in 
trouble by telling stories about their teaching styles, I'd 
like to thank all the teachers on behalf of the graduating 
class for teaching us manners, work ethic, and giving us 
the confidence to succeed in the future. | know St. 
George's made my first dream come true, and with what 
| learned here during my stay, | feel like Joseph with my tech- 
nicoloured...ok ok... blue blazer, and that all my future 
dreams will come true. 

No matter how much we all learned from our teachers 
over the years thought, | don't think I'd find a graduate who 
can say they learned less from each other. Whether we've 
known each other for many years, or just a few months, | 
never stopped learning from each one of you and | hope you 
learned a lot for me too. 

| think the most critical moment in our relationship came 
in grade 11 when we learned how to function as a team for 
the first time. It was trip week, and it was our turn to head 
down to Bolton for a leadership course, but instead the 
teachers decided to try something different and bus us to 
Outward bound. It was there when we came together for 
the first time. It was there when | began to feel like part of 
my grade. It was there when everyone as a team all agreed 
that this place ...well ... it wasn’t our kinda place. Everything 
from being allowed to use the payphone to call home to try- 
ing to steal cheddar cheese and toast from the refrigerator 
after having unidentifiable meals like GORR which apparent- 
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ly stood for “Good Old Fashion Raisins and Peanuts”, but 
tasted more like “Good Old Fashion Rat Poison”, we had to 
work together to trick, and work around those counsellors 
just to and make it through the week. Since that first time we 
worked together we haven't stopped 

Last September when we all came together and helped 
Jon and Jeff organize the dance, we learned that the maxi 
mum capacity of Ketchum Hall is really 600 people, not the 
mere 200 as is posted on the sign. Someone really should 
take initiative to change that misprint! 

Probably, as we'll all find out tomorrow at the formal, 
the one thing we learned how to do best together as a team 
is make money. With a Grad Fund balance well over $15 
000, | sometimes wonder why we don't just stay together 
here in the place we love and make a living off going to 
school. Come on it will be fun! Forget university! Going to 
dances, semis, making money, having parties, OAC 
Chemistry, OAC Physics, Chapel every other morning, wear- 
ing a tie, dress shirt, dress pants, Mr. Orlando giving us 
detentions, ah yeah...it'll be great! Well, maybe not... | hope 
you all have a great time at university next year! 

It's ironic when you think about it though, isn't it? When 
we didn't know each other we all decided to come here and 
spend anywhere from 10 weeks to 10 years together, and 
now that we're classmates, and seem to be an unbreakable 
team, we've decided to willingly go our different ways 

It's sad to realize that this day that is supposed to be the 
happiest in our young lives, is the one where we celebrate 
our separation. Without this day though, we would never 
have come to St. George's, we would never have met, and 
we would never have had our great memories together. It's 
this day, where we finally say goodbye, that brought us all 
together all those times throughout the years and | guess 
that's why it really is so happy and we should celebrate it in 
joy instead of sadness. 

Finally to all the mothers and fathers 
thank you from all of us. Thanks for work- 
ing extra hours, planning, saving, and 
somehow finding a way to send us to St 
George's. Without you, we would not be 
here today. More so, thanks for being 
something the word parent does not 
describe. Thanks for being the super- 
heroes in our lives. Thanks for waking us 
up, and making sure we got to school on 
time. Thanks for making our lunches, 
ironing our shirts, and making sure we 
were fed and well dressed. Thanks for 
coming out to our sports games and 
watching us wherever, whenever, and no 
matter what the weather. Thanks for 
every dinner. Thanks for helping us with 
our homework. Thanks for doing our 
homework. Thanks for listening and giv- 
ing us advice. Thanks for showing interest 
in us and caring. Thanks for being there 


Thanks for putting uy t r 19 ye f 
were right, this parallel structure and repetit 
finally come in handy! Thank you moms and dad 
thing 
Mom...dad...you still awake down there be done 
a bit. | just wanted to say, | love you witt 
most important thing | learned at tt 
two people can contribute to someone fe. If 
be fortunate enough to give my childrer 
gave me, I'd consider myself one of the t pe 


ple in this world 


The truth is, my fellow classmate: that 
spoiled here. Our teachers have always ked out f 
have made sure we always stayed on top of things and t 


our work done. Next year, wherever we go 


we'll find another place like St. George's 
this secure and which we can call our second home. We 

probably never bump into a group of teachers or classmate 
that will care for and inspire us as much as our fami 
St. George's has. The place we go after stepping out of those 
doors today will not likely be so friendly. One thing is certair 

the skills we learned here from our teachers 
ers, sisters, and from each other will help us suc 
the hardest of times. So please make me a promise: No mat 
ter what happens, no matter where we end up, the White 
House working for soon to be computer giants Bergstrasoft 
or Cameron Conn-paq, a doctor providing 
“housekeeper”, architect, sports agent, part of the 
Mafia...(1 mean Greek Embassy)... let's remember our time: 
together here at St. George's. No matter what happens, we 
already owe St. George's so much. We owe it for the great 
times it's given us here. So, with all confidence, on behalf of 
the graduation class, I'd like to say, “St. George's, we love 
you, and we'll miss you very much 

Thank you 


parents, brott 


eed even ir 


foreign aid, a 


reek 
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Junior School Awards 


Grade 3 Award Alexander Samworth 
Grade 4 Award Patrick O'Sullivan 
Grasley Award , Grade 5 Geoffrey Squibb, 
Joseph Latner 
G.D. Hay Award , Grade 6 David Jolly 
Scott Kovas Award , Grade 7 David Edwards 
J.B.E. Garstang Prize, (English) Corcoran Conn-Grant 
Mathematics Prize Gavin Chan 
French Prize Taylor Drury 
St. George's Society Prize, 
Social Studies Jeff Brown 
Science Prize Christopher Hoad 


Leigh McCarthy Gossage Prize, 

Acting Robbie McLean 
John R. Latimer Award, 

Public Speaking Jeff Brown 
Junior Music Prize Jonathan Perry 
Leslie Taylor Prize, 

Most Improved Chorister Matthew Pigott, 

William Lockett 

Guild Most Improved 


Instrumentalist Prize Taylor Drury 
John D. Allen Prize, 

Religious Knowledge Charles Crawford 
Guild Best Instrumentalist Prize Owen Williams 


John L. Bradley Prize, 

Best Chorister Jonathan Holtby 
Art Award Jamie Lino 
Max Denis Community 


Service Award Derek Hepburn 
Junior School Athlete of the Year Scott Ackley 
Rothwell Award, 

Greatest Determination Greg Stark 
Junior Georgian Award - 

Top Student, Jr. School Owen Williams 
Valedictorian Jonathan Bell 
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Senior School Awards 


Guild Trophy 
To the boy who is outstanding in character, 


games and scholarship James Snider 


Marion McDowell Trophy 

To the boy who has demonstrated the greatest 

all-round improvement in scholarship, deport- 

ment and sports. Galen Davies 


Georgian Spirit Award 
To recognize and foster within the student body 


those qualities such as concern, participation, 
accomplishment, pride and leadership that are Arden Church 
part of the Georgian spirit. Andrew Pettit 


MacLennan/Robinson Scholarship 

In memory of David McLennan and John 

“Robbie” Robinson. The recipient must meet 

current RSGC academic standards, be involved 

in a variety of extra-curricular activities inside 

and outside the school and be judged to be Colin Simpson 
well-liked and respected by his peers. Matt Hudson 


J.L. Bradley Award 
To the person who makes the greatest contribu- 


tion to the RSGC music program. James Snider 


Chairman's Award 

To the boy in the Senior School who excels in 

integrity, dependability, resourcefulness and ini- 

tiative. Chris Barnes 


J.L. Wright Medal 
To the boy who exemplifies the motto 
“Manners Maketh Men" Phedias Diamandis 


The Von Teichman Award 

To the member of the graduating class who, 

throughout his career at RSGC, has achieved 

substantial academic improvement while exem- 

plifying the Georgian spirit through leadership, Rickesh Kotecha 





participation and civility. 
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1999-2000 Awards Assembly 


Award Winners 
Pascal Math Contest 
Cayley Math Contest 
Fermat Math Contest 
Canadian Open Math Challenge 


Pythagorean Award 
Hardest Working Grade 9 
Grade 9 Math Award 
Grade 10 Math Award 
Grade 11 Math Award 
Grade 12 Math Award 
Senior Math Prize 


Computer Science Senior Award 
Junior Science Award 

Chemistry Award 

Biology Award 

Physics Award 

Senior Science Award 
Intermediate Business Award 
Senior Business Award 
Canadian Geography Award 
Physical Geography Award 
Regional Geography Award 
OAC World Issues Award 
Ancient History Award 
American History Award 

OAC Canadian History Award 
OAC Modern World History Award 
OAC Politics Award 


World Religions Award 
OAC Philosophy Award 





The Social Studies department and Michael Clark 
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Matthew Hamlin-Douglas 


Jonathan Tam 

Kevin Smith 

Ethan Hoddes 

James Bergstra 
Cameron Conn-Grant 


Dick Chow 

Kevin Lau 

Tim Wong 

Justin Ho 

Mark Longo 

James Bergstra 
Cameron Conn-Grant 
Cameron Conn-Grant 
Stephen Woodiwiss 
Cameron Conn-Grant 
Phedias Diamandis 
James Bergstra 
Phedias Diamandis 
Andrew Hepburn 
Justin Leung 





Tim Wong 
Patrick Taylor 
Peter Adams 
Tom Lockett 
Sandy Gibson 
Michael Clark 
Alexander Wolfson 
Christopher Kelly 
Justin Young 
Chrsitopher Kelly 
Peter Bellingham 





“David McNaughton, ArdenChurch, a 





nd James Snider 











Mr. H. Paddags and mathematics winners 
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Canadian War Museum Essay Prize 

Governor General's 
Millennium History Medal 

Junior English Award 

Intermediate EnglishAward 

Senior English Award 

Senior English Writing Award 

Spanish Award 

German Award 

Latin Award 

Grade 9 French Award 


Gr. 9 Enriched French Award Matthew Hamlin-Douglas 


Intermediate French Award 


Intermediate EnrichedFrench Award Andrew Potts-Robinson 


French OAC Award 
Intermediate Art Award 
T-bu Grieve Senior Art Award 


Agenda Cover Design Award 
Senior Drama Award 
Most Improved Actor Award 
Junior Drama Award 
lan Bonnycastle Award 
for Technical Support 
Spotlight Award for Stage Managing 
Best Supporting Actor Award 
Best Actor Award 
Intermediate Debating Award 
The Arthur Pegler Cup: 
Senior Debating Award 
John R. Latimer Public Speaking Award 
Junior Music Award 
Intermediate Music Award 
Senior Music Award 
Acolyte Award 





Matthew Beatty 


Michael Clark 
Stephen Woodiwiss 
Andrew Hepburn 
James Bergstra 

Ben McPhee 
Michael Alguire 
Alex Carter 

Nick Boake 

Greg Robinson 


Alex Carter 


Cameron Conn-Grant 
Mark Longo 

Alex Josephson 
Nicholas Payne 
Nicholas Payne 

Ben McPhee 

Tom Hutchison 
Stephen Woodiwiss 





Mrs. E. Miller presents the Public Speaking priz 
Alex Wolfson 


James Robertson 
James Robertson 
Eric Wynn 

Adam Clark 
Andrew Hepburn 


Jonathan Lofft 
Alexander Wolfson 
Michael Rieger 
Jeff Parker 

Jonah Falco 
Patrick Gordon 





Mr. W. Schreiner presents one of 
Cameron Conn-Grant 





Mr. G. Love applauds winners of House Pins Mr 





The Grad Dance 
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Congratulations 
to the Graduating Class of 


1999-2000 


from 
Cathy and David Barnes 
Jim and Jane Church 
Mr. & Mrs. Richard Clark 
Anton and Mary Davies 
Mary Eberts 
Jeanette Perrin and Donald Fiske 
Dr. & Mrs. Z. Jancelewicz 
Nancy and John Kellett 
Lock-Sing and Winnie Leung 
Paul and Beverley Maggiacomo 
Martino Mainardi and Mietta Pagella 
Drs. D. and M. Omura 
Malcolm and Nancy Pearcey 
Robert and Marilyn Pope 
Brian and Wendy Wynn 
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